atal Extravagance: 
"4 RAGED Yo 
5 5 i Ne. 
Preſented at the THEATRE ROYAL 
in Lincolns-Inn-Fields, in One Act; but, in 
this FouRTH EDA TON, improv'd into 
Five Acts, by the Addition of ſeveral 
New Charactess and Epilodical Inci- 
dents. 1 
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Moſt 1 Noble px' ee 


LE” E iS 
Dos: HA fILTON, 


Doxz of BRANDON, &e. 
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© May it phaſe your GrACE; 
NAIVE Years have paſsd, ſince I 
had the Honour to inſcribe. the 
Hua Extravagance, a a Tragedy, 
to your illuſtrious Name. As your Grace 
was then a Minor, ſo I was but a No- 
vice in PARNASSUS; for that was 
my Muſes firſt Eſſay in Dramatic Poe - 
try, and well might be n a pigmy 
N Fa A Re Compo-. 


Colne, as. Mr. MI 8 was 1 Piet 
to diſtinguiſh it, in one of his Weekl 
Lucubrations. Nevert 0 leſs, under your 
Grace's-auſpicious-Iofluence, and by the 
Town's Indulgence, it tool; and I was | 
encouraged to make new Attempts i inthe 
Dramatick Way — particularly, to make | 
the foreſaid little Tragedy more faſhion- 
able, by improving it from one Act to 
five, with the Help of ſome new Cha- 
raQers, which I haye- leiſurely. drawn, 
and connected in the old Fable. Bur, 
whether. the ſupplemental Incidents.are 
natural, and the Whole wrought in the 
ſame Spirit, as the ſingle Act was, is now 
ſubmitted to the Publick. Men. may 
diſcern my Diffidence of rhe Performance, 
and of its Reception, from the Appli- 
cation I am forc'd to make again to 
your Grace, for your Sanction to It, 
and your Patronage to My ſelf. As I 


cou'd not with Honour addreſs another 
Great Man on this Occaſion, neither 


cou'd I hope ſuch. certain n 


8 Succeſs elſewhermſſ i] 
IT 15 7 EY F. 5 eB 
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DEDICATION. ; 


N it, thibefins WY your ks 
to conſider me now with the ſame In- 
dulgence, you was formerly pleas'd to 
youchſafe me. Your Grace s great Judg- 
ment will, on a ſlight Peruſal, be able 
to determine whether I have fail d 
your Expectations,” or deſerve a Con- 
tinuance of your Regard: I am ſure I 
muſt have little Merit, if I have. not 
improv'd on your Grace's early Encou - 
nen of oy. Muſe. 4 * 


IS HO 'p, according to Cuſtom, tell 
your Grace a great deal concerning your 
Family ! your Fortune ! your Perſon ! 
your Parts! what you are, and what is 
expected of you ! — But theſe are 
Topicks too much proſtituted to pleaſe: 
Beſides, tho' I cou'd fay much without 
Flattery, it might be conſider'd in that 


Tigbt by the World, and eſpecially by 


one of your Grace's own Modeſty and 
Taſte. Give me Leave only to con- 
clude with a Paragraph, or two, of the 
2 Dedi- 
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6] BEDVCATTARKR: 

Dedication I made of this Tragedy in 
Miniature, and withal to appeal to 
Mankind, whether the Sequel might 
not be prophetic of your Grace 8 Pes: 
ſent and future Excellence? 885 


H w bleſt ſhou'd I conceive my. ſelf, | 
might Jever become worthy the Regard} 


of a Patron, the very Dawn of whoſe 


Life, is breaking; out upon the World, 
with a ſtronger Luſtre, from his Merit, 
than it receiv'd, from bis Stare. | 


T SNATCH'D this Opporrunicy, to] 


8 my Devotion to your 
Grace's Name and Pls a = ſtand 


out the firſt publick Predictor, that your 
innate Princely Qualities will render 
you of more Conſequence to your Coun- 
try, than the ſplendid, Advantages of 
your Title, and great Power. 


So glorious a Conjunction of happy | 
een muſt be the Bleſſing of 
your Grace's own Life, the Honour and 

good 


| 


DEDICATION. 7 
good Fortune of your Friends and Do- 
pendants, and the univerſal Admiration 
of the Country, that lays Claim to you. 
A Country ! which, I am ſure, you will 
adorn, by your Councils, and your Ac- 
tions, after a Manner, which has never 
yet been reach'd, even by the Brave and 
Illuſtrious, long, Line of your Prede- 
ceſſors. 


M ay the kindeſt Care of Heaven 
preſerve your important Life from all 
Dangers, and ill Accidents, to be the Or- 


nament of your own Age, and the great 
Example and Emulation of Poſterity ! 


1 am, with the profoundeſt Duty and 
Reſpect, | 


May it pleaſe your Grace, 


Tour Grace's moſt Obedient, 
and moſt Devoted, 
Humble Servant, 


JosEPH MirTcHerLL, 
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Written by AARON Hitt, Eſq; 
Spoken by Mr. RyaAN. 


anl. i a kindred Senſe of England's H, 
4 Caledonian Muſe, with pity, glb; 
From ruin d Hopes, a ſavivg Moral takes, 
ind paints th Unhappy, for the Happy's Sakes. 
Scotland's new Taſſe our — Scene ſupplies, 
ma a firſt Flight, on Tragick Pinions, tries. 
E wg fam'd in” Arms, her warlike Race | 
ave trod the Fields of Death, with dauntleſs Grace ! 
1erce, and untir'd, in Blood, have nobly dar d, 
ind every Til, and every Dunger, ſbar l. 
Now, fir d by rifing Arts, ſbe graſps the Bays, . x. 
ind her old Cant, like falling Stocks, decays. - 
Her long-loſt Muſe news»lights her ancient Flame ! 
ind our Scene blazes, with recover'd Fame. I 
We teach, to Night, ahl would twere not tos late, 
ow, raſb, believing Awvarice galls a Stat 
hat private Sorrows, from wild Hazards, flow, . 
nd how falſe Hope produces cer: ain Hoe. 
This, the moſt: natural Buſineſs of the Stagece, 
Will al your generous Hearts, tis hop'd, engage 
None can their Pity, for thoſe Moes conceal, 1 
Vhich moſt, who hear, perhaps, too deeply, feel, 
The Rant 5 of ruin'd Kings, of mighty Name, 
Fr pompous Miſery, ſmall Compaſſion claim. 
Empires gerturn'd, and Heroes, held in Chain, 
arm the Mind, but give the Heart no Pain. 
I Is, remote from our Domeſtic Fears, 
2 lend our Wonder, but withhold our Tears. 
Not ſo. when, from ſuch Paſſion, as our own, 
Pome Favourite Folly's dreadful Fate is ſhown; 
[here the Soul bleeds, for what it feels within: 
nd conſcious Pity. ſbakes at ſuffering Sin. OE” 
O! give Attention, to the moving Scene, +» 
Aua ſhun what yet may be, by what has been. 
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 — The Root of the Sound Matter was not in him! 
t, tho rebuk'd, full fore,” he's no huge Sinner 
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Written by AAR Ox HII I, Eſq; . WM, 


OU'we ſeen the Play — and T'l-unfold the Poet, 

Jo whom, (ftray'd Sheep, of a Pure Hoch!) we owe it. 
He's a Chance-Bleffing — ſomewhat ſtrangely flung us ! 
Dropt from the Clouds of Innocence, among us! 
Slipt, thro' the Kirk's looſe Pale, We gave him Quarter 
Poor Sonl ! He had like to ve been the Muſe's Martyr. © 
When Stage-Plays! and Abominations! took him, . 
Grace, and the Shepherds of the Saints forfook him. 
Twoes given, thenceforth, to Satan's: Power, to win him: 


Nu ll ſcarce ſee One ef his pure Brethren —rhianer, 
Moſt ſanctify'd of Pace! N n afraid, ( 


I bis Looks lie not —the poor Man's = Maid! 


The Bard, not carnal- minded, (ſay the Curious, 
How come th unfleſhly Folks; te be fo furious? 1 
Judge you the Quarrel, right, — we'll, briefly, ſhow it. — 
— Good plays give good Inſtruction, ſaid the Poet, 
Vanity ! cry'd the Brethren, — Groſs Defilement ! | 
Ana, ſo, the War broke out, paſt Reconcilement. 


Young Bays, provek'd, here, drew his wrathful pen 
Shine forth, ſaid he, my Muſe, on thoſe dark Men; 
And prove, by Dint of fair Example, whether 
Much Goodneſs i, zo: learnt, by coming, hither ? . 

e us, 


Bur, what He 92 he; 70 * 
Il teach a Secret Leſſon, of my own, 

Say they, of Plays, that Men learn "I b "em? - 
ſtand the Stages Champion, and defy e 5h 

ho, that has fees to Night, how I, 4 Wife, 

dave Counſe * ve ſav'd my Spouſe” Life, 

earns not this 2 all Contradi&i 6.3 

hat Diſobedient Husbands — meet uy ? 

hat He's Moſt hap * Fetters eaſes, 

Ind lets his wiſer | fe — do — what foe pleaſes? 5 


This for our Sex's Fame, his Play produces: — 
vs ſee all Poctrines have their hidden Ur. 
b Thir—if the bluff Brethren preach Reſiſtance, 
et em, as they love Safety, keep their Diſtante. 
or, ſbould we cateh em, in our wrong d Dominion © 
tiff as they are, we'll make em Change Opinion. | 
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Time, about five Hours. 


Action, uninterrupted. 
| Place, xd; 


dever ſbi ft ed. 


THEM; 


„ 
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e 
TRAGED-Y. : 


ACT L 


Ws c E N E, 4 Parker; Louiſa 1 on 4 
Couch, in a melancholy Manner — ber Children 
y ber. : 


* Louiſa, AN Heav n be jolt and theſe dear In- 
U _ _ (fants wretched? 

What have they done, to merit all this Miſery ? 
Brought forth in Sorrow! nouriſh'd in Diſtreſs! 
Their Hopes, Deſpair! their very Living, Death! 
O fatal Fruits of Gaming! baneful Miſchief, 
That, like Contagion, ſpreads itſelf around, 
And blaſts alike the Innocent and Guilty! | 
Dire Puniſhment, that, for a Father's Folly, \ 
Recke che Souls and Fortune of Ms Cee; 4 

| [weeping; 
B Eldeſt 


- 


To ſee you helpleſs, hopeleſs —Oh ! 


Ts bind : but, tell me, Uncle, your Succeſs —— 
* Say, was my Father, by your Means, diſposd 
To help my Bellmour with the hop'd Supplies? 


- But human Frailty hardly bears with Patience 


26 The Fatal Extravagance : 


ee Bey. W oy weep you, Madam? Heavn ! is 
1 (good and, oft, 

I've heard you ſay, we never ſhou'd deſpair, 5 
Nor quarrel with our State. * 
Lon. Tis true, my Boy 
T was too raſh; the Ways of Heav'n are juſt : 


— 


Such undeſerw'd, and ſtill- increaſing, Woe. 


Eld. Boy. Our Father 
Bids us be chearful, and expects Relief. 
There comes our Uncle Courtney with ſome News. 


8 CEN E. II. 


Courtney, Louiſa, 3 children. 2 


. May they be . 1— - 7 This Speed fs your 
5 (Return ] 


4 — Methinks I read your News in your ſad Viſage, Wo: 


+ Tis, as I judg d twon d be: His own Wants preſs 
Is he unable to afford Relief? 


Fut, bared by generous * oft repeated, 
| 1 9 


* 


"Y ; 


And my Heart trembles with prophetick n | 


r) 

Court. Bid Theſe retire — . :⸗ Pie 
Ela. We This bodes no Good. LA r 
2 SCENE III. > 
Us 138 Courtney, Louiſa. eil 
Foals Alas! (him. ul 


* Lou. Ah! Is the Pow'r of doing Good Wide loſt? ; 


Court. He wants not Diſpoſition to aſſiſt your. 54 1 


4 T RAGE D V. % 
is He now ſinks with you. Bellmour's waſteful Life, 
fr, I Thoſe boundleſs Diceings, and voluptuous Riots, 0 


And this laſt, worſt Adventure of loſt Hope, 
(Which has, at once, diſſolv'd a Wealth, ſo vaſt!) 
2 Weighs down his Fun and makes them —_ his | - 
ate; 
While otk ers, less concern'd, eds feel his Suffering, 
So thang it merits Pity. Dreadful Caſe! 171 48 
But his late Conduct provesmy Bellmour chang'd. 
Is dortunes have inſtructed him to think, 
ud Thought has captiv'd ev'ry madding Paſſion. 
Court. Yet early Vice, by Cuſtom long indulg'd, 
eaves ſuch Impreſſion, of habitual IIl, 
\s finds no Cure, but from ſevere Remorſe, 
And Time's ſlow Workings. 
5 Liu. Name not Bel/mour's Vice 
ur Vie has no Vice —— His very Pow'r is loſt, 
rn {WEv'n had he Taſte, for Follies. Ruin'd Bellmour ! 
he Slaves, for whoſe curs'd Sakes, he ſtands reproach'd, 
ow, ſhun his Converſe. Villains, who betray'd him, 
dcart, when they meet him. Poverty, like his, 
Spreads a Contagion round it. All Mankind | 
ry, © Lord have Mercy,” and fly, frighted, from him. 
Did you lay open our incumbent Ruin ? 
rg'd you my Father ſtrongly? Want's cold Hand 
Creeps o'er us; and 'tis, now, no Time for Counſel, 
Court, I told him all, and mov'd his utmoſt Pity. 
till, as he ſer, to View, your Husband's Failings, 
urg'd his Virtues, and bore down the Ballance. 1 
prais'd his Wit, his Courage, and Humanity; 
is fine, frank, Spirit, and his generous Nature. 
ut 'twas loſt Hope! Believe, I know him well? 
lis ſtruggling Will, to ſave you, has undone him, 
ind Bellmour s Self wou'd there beg Aid in vain. 
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 Heav'n is too kind to Goodneſs, to forſake him. 


28- The Fatal Extravagance : 
| Lou. Oh! He was never born, to be a Beggar. 


Ul 
n 


He, whom ſoft Pity melts, at others“ Miſecy,, 

Deſerves himſelf, to live exempt from Woe. 

Bellmour cou'd ne'er behold a Stranger wretched, 

But he partook his Pain, till he cou'd eaſe it. 

How, then, will he ſupport the weeping Anguiſh {| 

Of three, poor, Children, all undone, by him? Y 
Court. His Good, and Ill, ſo chequer out his Nature, 

That which excells is doubtful. Nobly will'd, 

His pitying Heart flows out, in generous Purpoſes: | 

But, wanting Pow'r, to ſtem the Tide of Pleaſure, 

Irreſolute, he drives, and floats, to Ruin. 

Men muſt be rigid, and ſevere, in Virtue ! 

Serious and noble Aims diſtinguiſh Reaſon !. 

To live for Taſte, is not to live at all. 

The Man of Pleaſure dreams away his Days, 

And dies, to be forgotten. Bellmour's Soul, 

Had Contemplation bent it to a Byas, + 

Had giv'n a Point to Fame's proud Pinacle, 

And purpled o'er his Name, with deathleſs Glory ! 

Now, it lies low, in Duſt ! —— | wou'd 'ewere mine, Bl 

To skreen you, from the Storm, that's gathering round In 


SOS Z ZR OGS]] 55 


(you : WT 

But J, unbleſs'd with Pow'r, can only wiſh, Pi 
And wonder why the Strong have feeble Wills! 
Lou, Oh! T ſhall tremble, to behold his Face. At 


His ruin'd Family bangs on his Heart; 

His helpleſs Childrens future Fate diſtracts him, 
And, the once lively, Bellmour ſmiles no more. 
Silent, he walks, or ſtands, with folded Arms, 
And ſtill looks down, as if his Soul were Earth. 
If e'er, by Chance, his lifted Eyes meet mine, 


The ſtarting Tears glare, dreadfully, upon me, Fa Th 
3 5 


= = AT.RA'GED.Y- 29 
And, quivering, ſtruggle, to flow looſe, in Sorrow. | 
Then Sighs, ſuppreſs d by Force, ftrive hard for Vent, 
And heave; and ſwell, Toe Earthquakes, i in his Boſom. 
Groaning, at length, he Hake, Þ in Whirlwind, * 
Torn by ten haafed Paniies.. raves,  reddens, Rarts, 
And frights me with a dreadful | Burſt of Paſſions! 
oh! Uncle, what remains for Hope to. ſnatch at 7 . 
' Of all the wide Eſtate, that, late enclos 'd us, tort 
nut this poor Houſe is left us — This, too, totters — 
oon Ruin, with his palſied Hand, will ſeize 
This antient Pile, and ſhake it into Duſt! 4h 
Not thrice the Worth of all, that, now, is ours, 
Will ſave poor Houdly from that fatal Bond 
He fi gn'd, to ſerve my Bellnour. All our Hope 77 
Was in your ſpeedy Journey to my Father. 2 
woody gguſt ſink, and Bellmqur-cannot bear it! SN 
emo will never live, to ſink a. Friend. _ - | 
Court. mt deſpair not — Your malicious C Credior 
May cancel all the dreaded Obligations, | 
Or lengthen out his Patience, for the Payment. 
e, BY Tou. Oh! No — his Heart is ſtubborn as a Rock“ 
ad In vain are Arguments, to move Compaſſion 
1: ln Hearts, to which Humanity's a Stranger. 
Pity's a human Paſſion; Not in him 

Court His Nature will not let him cruſh a Family, 
An old, illuſtrious, Family! whoſe Misfortunes 
Himſelf was Cauſe of, but by. Means of Chance. 
But, if he can prove obſtinately cruell, 
nd deaf to Calls of Honour, and Dire, 
a Methinks, his Love may mitigate his Rage, S 4s 
And make him friendly, for Belinds's Sake. 

Lou. Name not Belinda Bellmour cannot bear 

That the ihou'd be made one with hated Bargrave. 

nd _. This 


s 
© 
: 

1 


— eg er r — = _ 72 — — — — 2 m 
- » 
2 0 fy = WA; __ - — — 
— — — — 3 — * » ” 
a ei * * < — * 2 WL". — — 


17 
£44 

71; 

SY 

” 

» 


| And much he threatens, to exert his pow'r. FE 
Court. Tho' Bellmour diſapgroves the Match Peper 


rr 
r HE Hee 2 


30 The Fatal [ Extravagante : = 
This Oppoſition whets the Villain's Rage, FP bn 


Vet Love may bind the cruel Bargrave down, 
And make the Tyger gentle as the Lamb. 
The fierceſt Tempers have been tamed by rere, 
It ſtrikes the Sparks of 'Honour, in the Soul, 
And blazes up a Reformation there 
Did he not promiſe, he wou'd try gain, | 
Toi 3 her, with Conſent: pl 21 51 | 
4. We wait his Coming 
Bur al our Hope is, only, ſhort Reprieve, 


And, by fair Words, to ward the threaten'd 1 


Court. Urge you Behindh to be ſeeming kind, 
While I inform your Husband how ſped. 
Wou'd I had better News, to give him Comfort! 


+ Lou. Look yonder, where, i in penſive Grief, be win 


Unhoping, and diſconſolate! 
Court. Poor Bellmour ! 


How chang'd, from that wild, noiſy, joyful Rioter, ; 


Which all his F riends have known him! Still N 


1 SCENE IV. 
| Bellmour, Courtney, Leulg. 


Lou. My Life! my Belmour! bund not thus my Sou, 
T have more Woes to bear, that are my own, 
Than uy Strength germ e yy not on thy Sor- 


(ron 


That wou d o Arbei if me quite. ' 
Bell. I pray forgive nme. 
Priſon'd in Thought, I could not look bout me, 


And my Soul miſs d thy comfort. — ] was muſing; 
| Lou. 


8d, 


Q 


A TRAGEDY. 31 
Lis, What ſad Reflection held you ? 
Bell. A mournful e be eg en 42 


No matter no W 
Lou. Nay you muſt tell it 156. 
Bell. I was conſidering which of my 7 three yore: 
Some few Years hence, when I'm diſſolv'd in Death, 
Will ad the Beggar beft ! run bare-foor faſteſt ! | 


And, with or Wen rous 228 ob. Tricks for Cha. 


' 2459111374 He 370 (rity 
Lou. 0¹ 2 nero Sake, forbear, by Starts, like 
* 1 1 | 


To image An Nature ſhrinks at Thought of. 
Bell. Why, my Louiſa ! tis a Wretch's r | 

To learn to bear his Miſery —— to'know 1 __ 0 

To uſe our ſelves to pole it, is the Means 

To make it eaſy to us. Vet I'm to blanc J 

Thou had'ſt no Share, in any Guilt of mine; 


lought alone to ſuffer.— Twas too cruel, 


4 Twas even unmanly, to afflict thy Innocence! 


. 


72 To Conquer, without Arms. — Talking of Help, 


Court. Oh! Sir, you ſooth the Grief you ſhould reſiſt! 
As the groſs Atmoſphere is ſhook by T hrs on 
Which never ruffle the ſuperior Regions; 75 
Mean Spirits, only, buckle: under We; 

It is the great Man's Pride, to combat Fortune, 
And riſe againſt Oppreſſion. eee enn ee 

Bell. Sir, 'tis true ll! 5 

And, I remember, you have oft advis'd | it, 
While I had Power, to try my Virtue's Proof. 
A Man may die, unhelp'd — but muſt not hope 


Will your good Brother lend it ? — ir Silence! 
How could J hope it from him? 
Court. Vet deſpair not ——— 5 
A Time may come, when ev your Woes ſhall prove 
8 Great 


— — 


— 
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— 
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32 The Faul Extravagance.: 
Great Benefits. Firm Spirits bresk Mliskortnnes? 2 
To ſuffer well 's the nobleſt Way to r "a 
On a ſmooth Sea, the Sailor ſhows no Skill, mY 
But he diſplays i it all, in Hurricanes. 
Bell. He wou 1d not, 80 neglect t to ſave his Tak 
ter, 
Had he the Power am lefe him — Ye et Friends, = 
4 G4 492 51209 011 (RIES 
Are more tien Fathers! 1A Father cannot be 
More than a Friend! I had à Friend in Hoody 
Once he was happy — what he ſhall be webs net 
He owes to friendleſs Bellmour! Periſh 78 Name. 
To what a ſtinging Death is he reſerv'd, 1770 
Who leaves a gobd Man wretched, whom be made fo? 
Sir, it wou'd caſe me of aigalling Pain, 
Wou'd' you diſſolve this nne Home 213% of 
In Woodly's Breaſt. -——» *T were Sin to nouriſh i irs. an 
Since tis unſtable — —— He-muſt'know' it ſoon ;; guy 4 
Let it be told by any Tongue, but Bell mour's. | 
Court. I It viſe Him this en — Do you, mean 
429 | (wade; 
Bravely ſeek Comfort Fe a firm Belief: 1 „n 27a 
That Heav'n befriends e b and wil fave 
1 0 3 (vou. 
A Hand 4 theſe Clouds of Woe! may clear, 
And, into ee turn mum Fear. 


8.0 EN E Vs" 45 
| neon, Lol. 

x ns yard toc 595 
"Bal, Louiſe ! K arm demm d, while yer alive + 
Lon. Alas! what mean un to diſtract me thus 

Miß your wild nanmen⸗ 7 | | 


2 


- 


r COTE OAS 


4 Fe, 
5 

1 

A 


O 2 


* AMR <-> © HH 


Bell. "ny but Wb me a bell — c | 
Want's the Damnation of a living Sinner 
7 WH What have I liv'd for, if I die a Beggar 7 
hy were my Anceſtors renown'd in War ? 
. Why, with grave Judges, have they grac'd the Bench, 
r, Or, with wiſe Vores, the Senate? — In Me, muſt 
| — 0 — 
95 Mark that loan Word, Loniſs! fo Me muſt beg | 
That ebbing Name, which, through a length of Ages, 
Has given a Kingdom Honour. Bear'ſt thou That? 
How excellent art thou ! not to have ſcorn'd me! 
Good Heaven! that Reaſon ſhou'd give Madneſs way, 
'Till Man finds Muſick in a rattling Dice-box ! 
2 And has contraQted thrice three thouſand Acres, 
I To the curs'd Compaſs of a narrow Table! 
With what a thoughtleſs Rapture have I ſhook 'em ! 


| "2 his Madman's Hazard of my treaſur'd Remnant, 
la the wild Lottery of a publick Hope, 


Curs'd! groundleſs Raſhneſs! ——— Tear me Limb 


Some: pitying Torturer ! To die at once, 

Were Comfort e'en in Agony! — Bur I ſhall be 
Whole Ages, after Death, in dying ! — Villains, 
Dull, pityleſs, inſulting, dirty Villains, 

Will point at ſome poor ragged Child of mine, 

And ſay, There's Pride and Name! there's Bellmour's 
= Honour! 
Thbere's the bleſt Remnant of a boaſted Family! 

| Curſe the keen Thought! it pours all Hell upon me! 
| Low, m wilt n thus, ſnatch at wane s wild 


I 


„ 
— — — 
_ ü 71 Sarge om 


Hung o'er the Throw ! and hurl'd out my Poſterity 
Pimps, Thieves, or Beggars But then at laſt, | 


Where Reaſon had no Chance, and Villains govern'd— 
(from Limb, 8 


„ 2. 


"> The Fatal Eats: 


I thooghe, the manly Soul con'd ſmile at Anguim ; 
Woman's weak Mind may bend beneath Adverſity; 
But Bellmour's Brow, methinks, ſhou'd wear 2 Ma- W 
e Genn, a 
And b Affliction awful. At 
Bell. Away with Counſel. A, 
T cannot hear Thee. Thy moving Air! thy Wiſdom! \ We 
That lovely Softneſs, which bewirches round Thee! H. 
Each Charm, which has a thouſand times appeas'd me! 
Now makes me mad! Like Oyl, pour'd out on 
$: | (Flame, 
I tower, in Blaze, and a with tenfold Fierceneſs. 
Thy ev'ry Word is Death! Each Look thou giv'ſt me 
Breaks thro' my Eye, comes ruſhing on my Soul, 
And ſhoots ſharp Arrows thro my bleeding Con- T 
(ſcience, 
Think'ft thou, I am fo mean, ſo loſt a Wretch, 
That my own Miſery ſtings me? Cruel Woman! 
What Zarthly Ills can Bellmour ſtoop to fear, 2 
Which hurt but Bellmour? Tis true, indeed, 0 Fate 
I have not learn'd to bear There, Grief unmans 
(me; 
| Thine and thy helpleſs lafants Woes riſe to me, 
Glare on my Apprehenſion, like pale ene, 
And point me into Meduese! x 


1 


s CEN E VI. 


— Loulfs' Belinda. 


Lor. Oh, Belinda | | 
How wretched are we now ? No Gleam of Comfort 
Breaks out to cheer our ſad, deſpairing Spirits. 


| Courtney, return'd, has brought unwelcome Neva | 
EF Belinda. 


= $ 
. 


WO 1A b 35 
3 | Belinds I've eren es; and a Jour 'Woes 


(canes 
Wou FF it were mine to adminiſter Relief 3 | 
Leu. But one way now remains to ſave us all 
At leaſt, our Ruin to ſuſpend a while— - 7 5 
And That is in your Power. perth 
Bel. Oh! ſpeak it quickly 7 
How can I ſerve your ami 7 
e! Lou. By Marriage. 
n Bell. With whom 7ỹʒ/ ff 
Lou. Ev'n Bargrave, our anncb-dreaded Creditor. 
Bell. T'11 periſh, rather than give my Conſent. 
Lon. Foe Heav'n's Sake, Bell mour, think of our Di- 
(ſtreſs, 
Think of our children: 3 State— O think— p 
Bell, No more. . | 
Thought makes me wild and ſhou'd Belinds yield, 
The only, now remaining Treaſure left uss 
oo ſuch a Villain, I ſhould loſe- my Reaſon, 
And be a-like, in Soul and Fortune, beggar'd. 
hink you I'd buy my Safety with her Ruin ? 
barter her Charms, the Honour of our Houſe, 
And all the Stock of Glory that is ours, 
For Bargrave's Grace? For the precarious Favour 
Of ſhort Reprieve from Miſery ? Were ſhe _ 
Were he but once poſſeſs'd of her, then All 
Were his indeed: Our Ruin wou'd be then 
Compleat, and his proud T yranny 1620974220 
| Lon. Too reſolute and cruel in thy Purpoſe! 
May not Alliance alter Bargrave's Mind? 
hat will not Love, and Marriage, and Relation, 
o for a Family? — But, Belinda, ſay, 
hat do'ſt thou now reſolve ? Thou ſee'ſt our Fats 
Is to its Cris come. We, or muſt periſh, 


7 


a * 
C 
* 


36 The' Fatal Extravagance : 
Or Thou, the friendly Plank, preſervs from Wreck, 7 
And bear us to the wiſh'd- for Hav'n of Eaſe. 
= Wike wall 1 __ A Poon Life cou 
6 (ſave you 
My Soul is n Simpathy 0 Ade res 1/25). 1 
My tender Nature, and I fink beneath 
Your Burden: Tis my own, and weighs me down. 
How hard the Struggle then, in my poor Heart, 
To wed with Bargrave, and to ns wy Sores! 
Marriage may foften —: 
Bell. Whom ? The poliſh'd Steel 3 | 
Might ſooner take Impreſſion from the Dew, 
Or gently falling Show'rs, than Bargrave's Soul 
Receive the Stamp of Vertue and Humanity. 
Truſt not, Belinda, what he ſays, or ſwears, 
His Heart and Tongue a are e — Doſe: thou 
(weep! 
Alaſs! I've brought! my Kindred ind my Friends 
Into my Sufferings : All involv'd in Woe! © 
Oh! . e Wretch! ! Wretch!. 


8 E N t VI. 
| Lovifs, Belinda. hes 


. 9 Bellmous ! 
Yet, O Belinda, ſave him, ſave us 9 
Conſent to Bargra ve, ſuffer yet more Hardſhip, 
To ſcreen a Family from impending Ruin. | 
Bel. "SES e n N ru and Jet * 
(I own, 
There O eg in my Boſom play for Bargrove i 
I cannot think him a conſummate Villain, N 
* 2 bent to cruſh a Family. 01 
He 


IT RAGE D. 
He comes. Louiſa, leave us for a While, 
III try to ſooth, and win him to — 
Lon. Heav'n bleſs "n_ — OY and with 
Crown the Endeavour! 3 i  (Succels 


37 


beko, Belinda 


Bar, Fair Belinda here d at 

\nd all alone! Madam, I'm now TTY} h 
In Peace to viſit you, and e ä 
Bel. Sir, tis kin. | 

Bar. But be it my laſt Viſit 

ith gentle Terms, if Bellmour now. refuſes 
ly hearty Welcome to Belinda's Love. 1 
Eel. What, tho' he ſhou'd not give Conſent ? wou'd 
(Bargra ve 


e 


Poniſh a Family, an old, worthy, Family! 

or Bellmour's Fault? Or, might not I expect 

o win your Mercy, by my own Compliance? 

Bar. Madam, I love you, and demand no Dower: 

Be that to you ſufficient. Join'd to me, | 

(ou ne'er ſhall feel Diſtreſs. But he, 

Tis juſt, ſhou'd ſuffer for his Folly. For 

Elis Family, I pity it; but muſt look 

My own ſuſtain no Damage. All Men know 

hat Charity ſhou'd ſtill begin zt home. 

Bel. Ungenerous, cruel, and ſevere ! O Bargrave, 

Yet ET hink you I cou'd be eaſy in your Arms, 

vn, lappy amidſt your Affluence of Life's Treaſure, 

ve, ere Bellmuur and his Family made wretched ? 

retched ! by you ! my Husband the Deſtroyer 

Of my lov'd Brother's Houſe! Hard ·hearted Man! ! 
C Bar, 


| 


He 


38 The Fatal Extravagance : 


Bar. Learn to forget Relations; and, in. . 3874 
Think your ſelf happy, and all e Cares | 
Center'd and loſt, I wou'd nor *. a Wife! 
On other Terms. orten 233 
Bel. O, I ſhall be undone ! | | 
Bar. Nay, Madam, you are free. We: are not yet 
Contracted and made one. If you diſprove 
The offer'd Terms, or like not to be joyn'd 
To one of my Condition, ſay ſo. I 
Can find a Help meet for me One diſpos'd, 
And glad to have me. True, I think you charming: . 
There's none of all your Sex, in my Eſteem, 
More lovely. But what then? I cannot whine, or 
Sigh, pray, and kneel, and cant Romantick Tales. 
— III leave Pos to you CON and toy your Bro. 
(ther 
SCENE N. Fer uu 


Belinda. 


gel. Was ever ſuch a Lover? Wealth and Avarice fi 
Have ruin'd him. O fatal Chance ! I tremble. 
At thoughts of Marriage; yet cou'd wiſh him mine. 
O what ſhall I reſolve ? what do, or ſay? | rg1 
I'm rack'd; and pull'd a thouſand Ways at once! 
Love, Honour, Pity, Pride, Revenge, and Grief, 
War in my Soul: Come, Hope, to my Relief; 
Come, like good News to Mortals in Deſpair, 
And put a Period to corroding Care. 


The End of the Firſt Ali. 


5 O . II. 


SCENE 3 


Bellmour, Pargrave, Woolly, 


Bell. us TICE! didſt thou fay ; "vs ny 

Mood. Conſider, Bargrave mon 
ortune to Bellmour might have giv'n Succeſs —— 
Bar, Tis true — and then my ſelf had been the Suf- 
(ſerer. 


et 


n you upbraid me for the caſual Bleſſin ing? | 
od. No- but yet think, had you the Loſer prov'd, 
our had ſcorn'd Cimprove his Game ſo baſely: 

FR wou 'd not, ſure, have urg'd it to your Ruin, 
bar. How know I that ? Nay, how cou'd I have 
= l[blam'd him? 
"reſt ſhou'd ever be purſued, and ſought, _ 
ine. You'd make the World believe you ſordid. 
grave is not ſo baſe, nor ſo reduc'd, (Sure, 
at he muſt, for his Int'reſt, cruſh his Friends | 
hu have Abundance ——— .. | 

par. And you'd have me ſquander i * 
bod. No — but be human, merciful, and kind : 

t Charity diſpoſe you to be friendly” _ 

he Diſtreſs'd, who ſuffer by your Means. 

= - how, by ſimple Accidents — 

Bar. No more. 

0 you are his Surety —— Can you iftrive. (me, 
re for your own Sake, than your Friend's, to move 

C 2 Wood. 


21 
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Hood. Then T ſhou'd merit all that Woe, from which 
I beg you'd fave this Family. O, Sir, Os 
Calmly confider what you do, nor bring 
Deſtrud ion on the Guiltleſs, If, at Game, 
You've had Succeſs, thro' no diſhoneſt Means; 
Aſſert your Innocence, by Acts of Goodneſs. 

If twas but Chance, regard his Debts as caſual ; 

Nor ſet a Value on them, they deſerve not. 

The Wiſe are never proud of Fortune's Smiles, 

Nor think her Boons their Property and Bleſſing. 

A noble Soul courts Offices of Mercy, 

And glories more in being good, than mighty. 

Bar, Woodly, I've long been patient, Now 'twere vain 
To urge me to protract my Day of Grace, 
Befides, I'd not have you officious — 

Mood. Sir, 
cannot be ſo, in my Friend's Behalf. 

Bar. Then blame me not, if you repent your medling 
Mod. T know the Obligation I have ſignd— 
Bar. Think alſo on the legal Conſequences. 

Bur, Sir, 

Talking of Mercy, how can you expect it, 

Who, obſtinately, and with proud Difdain, 

Refuſe me fair Belinda for a Wife ? 5 
Bell. Twou'd ill become me to adviſe my Siler 

To wed the Man who has undone her Brother. 

Bar. But, by that only Means, you can be ſafe — 
Bell. Think you I'm fall'n ſo low, to make Exchange 

So vile and baſe? To barter her dear Life, 

Her Beauty, and her Happineſs, for Safety! 

No, ſordid Wretch, I rate her Virtues higher. 

Bar. Then you deſpiſe my Favour — 

Bell. As thy ſelf. 91 
Nor ſeek I Piry, _ for this wy Friend, 


And 


* 


A TRAGEDY: 41 
\nd a poor beggar'd Family, My ſelf... 

5 in your Power: Do with me what you pleaſe. ; 
Bar. yet tamely think, before tis late to court me. 
Bell. Say, can you give me back my old Poſleſlions, 
eſtore my loſt hereditary Grandeur, | 
\nd native Honeſty, which firſt you tempted : ? 

Pet me at Rights — make me my ſelf again 
When that is done, then be thy ſelf a WE — 
Shew thy ſelf lovely, honourable,. juſt—— . 
ge what thou ſhould'ſt be, worthy, of Belinda —— _ ; 
hen ask her freely oo her in thy Charms ; 
\nd, doubt not, I will ſtand thy faithful Friend. 
Bar. Mere Cant, and Paſſion !-:»Bellmour, be ad vis d- 
onſult your Intereſt. Reaſon lies in that ! 

nt'reſt is Reaſon ; and when, Reaſon leaves 

The human Soul, a Beggar's not ſo naked. 

Bell. Deluded Wretch ! thou never yet knew'ſ Rea 
Dc it has left thy Soul to brutal Wildneſs. (ſon, 
TR caſon's the Beauty, Lal and Lag | 

Df human Kind, *Tis - | 
Bar, Bellmour ! preach no more. 
Vhen next I ſee, you, you'll Accept my Terms 


ch 


1N 


Ng. 


loſe my Time. Farewell. | IBS. bs.” 
Wood, 1 . have e, ics oats 

vw, on E. N E R * 

ge a 0 1 Woodly. 


J. Woodly my! Friend! my ſuffꝰ ring, ruin d Friend; 
= how wilt ſoon be ſuch) what ſhall, what can T ay, $4 
o give thee Satis faction, Eaſe, or Comfort 3 7 nt {a 
All, all is loſt! my Money, Land, and Credit, Ce 
My very Hopes are gone. But what are theſe ? . 


C3 . Theſe 
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42 . The Fatal Extravagance : 
Theſe 3 were but poor Conſiderations all; 
And all my own : But T have ſquander'd more, 
Undone my Friends, and thee of Friends the beſt! 
Mood. Bellmour! T thought Thad nor been a Stranger, 
Or e'en a common, cuſtomary, Acquaintance, 
Who does a Favour, and repents it done, 
Loves its Acknowledgment, and wou'd have Men 
To know it, and its Circumſtances. What 
T've done for thee, was done as for my ſelf; 
For what am I without a Friend? and what: 
Avails my Subſtance, if it cannot ſerve him? 
Tve done too little, and you owe me nothing. 
Wou'd I cou'd lend you more! | 
Bell. Alas! I've drain d 
Vour Purſe, ſunk deep your Credit and Eſtate, 
And now your Perſon 17 85 — 
Mood. Forbear, my Friend; 
If that's in Danger too, I am prepar d. 


There's nothing I'd not ſuffer for thy Sake! 


No Riſque, too dangerous, to be run! And, ſure, 
Were yours the Pow'r, or had you Chance, like mine; 
You'd ferve me with your Life. I knew your Friendſhip 
In proſperous State: Twas confident and free, 
Familiar, plain, diſintereſted, artleſs! | 
*T was perfect! And I'd have you be aſſured 


think myſelf behind you, and indebted. 


Your Merits challenge more than I can give, 
Or do, or ſay, to ferve you, and your Houſe, 
To ſerve the Worthy, and to ſhare their Pain, 
Is to diſtinguiſh Natures — It exalts us! 


A noble Mind feels Recompence, in Pleaſure, 


And Pleaſure flows from Conſciouſneſs of Virtue. 


To ſhare your Happineſs wou'l leſs delight me, 1 4, 


Than to be able to promote, or make, it. 


Bel! 


by MA Wy 5 wi 


Bell. * Man! e — of Soul 1 
In what great School of Virtue, and of Honour, | 
nl: ve you acquir'd this ſovereign Perfeftion? © | 
The World is not accuſtom'd ro ſuch Dealings. 
Your Sentiments have Pow'r to ſtill my — | 
And ſet my baniſh'd Reaſon on its Throne, 
| Wd. e wor * Friend—buc moderate your 
n (Complaints: | 
Some lucky Turn may maid good Fortune yours. 
Bell. My only Comfort is, in having Friends, 
Who, by dividing, make my Burden lighter. 
Yet not, ſo much, my own Misfortunes preſs me, 
As generous Love— Oh ! That o'erloads my Nature, 
Your Suffering heaps the Anguiſh I endure, 
And makes my Debts immortal. While wy Mind 
Holds its Exiſtence, it muſt be indebted | 
To unbought Bounty, and Compaſſion, | | 
mod. Still, 
vou will oppreſs me with a Load of OO 
Shall J poſſeſs a Good, and you be wretched ? 3 
urſe on that Soul, that cannot hazard ,, 
To fave his Friend, and ſuccour ſuffering Virtue, ' 
Let Miſers preach Oeconomy and Thriſt 
They underſtand not Life, who are not generous, 
Where Love and Merit challenge their Regard, 
There's no Profufion in a well judg'd Favour, _ 
Bell. Oft have I try'd you in a groſperan gents, 
And found you faithful But Adverſity 
Uſes to bring Eſtrangement in its Train. 
Few know the very Faces of the Wretched. 
Wood. What Woes can make a Man forget himſelf? 
uch is a Friend— he 1:ves but in his Friend— 
he Bond of Nature cannot be more firm : 
Adverſity does ſearch its very Soul, 


E. 


Bel! 


44 The Fatal Extravagance : 
And brings to Light its Qualities and enn : 
Tt ſets it off with a redoubled Luſtre. 


How firmly I am yours no Words can tell— - 
Bell. Your AQtions are rhetorical. By — 


Your Mind, to me, lies naked.” I behold. 


My ſelf, deep, rooted in your faithful Boſom. 


Too black a Gueſt, to enter ſuch a Lodging! 


Yau fondle Vipers, Woodly — Truſt me not—— 
I've ſtung. my Wife, my Children, and my ſelf! 
Preſerve your: ſelf, tho! guilty 4 An _— 


8 c E N E ul. 
'Bellmour, Woodly, con, rtney.. 


Cour. Bargrave, fo aften baulk'd, now vows. Revenge, 


And Arguments are vain to brin 8 him back. 
Bell. Is he then gone? 1572. 
Cour. He is and much enraged ts ed 

At the Repulſe he met with from Belinda: 455 

But moft reſents your obſtinate Averſion 

To the propos'd Alliance, Shall I (oft he queſtions) 

Give Bellmour Fortune, who denies me Favour ?. - 
Wood, Tl try again to pacify. his Wrath DE 
Cour. Oc ſink beneath his. Burden. r 
Bell. O, my Friend, 3 3 

Approach him not. 'Tis dangerous 5 
Wood. Ihen T'll go. 

Welcome the Danger, that 7 fave my . 


„e 


4 TRAGEDY: 45 


o& a E N Ei IV. 
. Belimour, Eonrravy; 


| Bell. Did be then threaten Woodley * * 

Court. Doubt it not. 

ody, he ſays, muſt pay your Debts, or lie 
His Priſoner, | * 

Ball. Ml 8 2 

Cour. Sir, if 1 * adviſe, | 
Conſent to this Alliance. . 

Bell. "Twere i in vain, 
Bargrave wou'd not forgive my Friend, n nor me, 
Ev'n were Belinda his. | : 

Cour, Yet might indulge you happen? 

With farther Time; who knows what then might 
Bell. Courtney, perſuade me not. Fd as a Rock, 
lere let me ſtand— III never give Conſent, _ 
Cour. Suppoſe Belinda marry him without! t — 
Bell. She will not, ſure. 5 
Cour. What if ſhe loves him mille 
Bell. Impoſſible. 

Cour, Belinda s but a Woman. 

Paſſion will work and Intereſt ſways the beſt. 
Now, granting, you ſhou'd never be a Gainer, 
Say, is it juſt to oppoſe your Siſter's Good? 

Bell. Good! do you call it? Can it be a Good, 
A Bleſſing, to be wedded to a Villian ? 3 
What are his Riches? Do they make him virtuous, 
Excuſe his Crimes, or buy him from the Devil? 

I tell you, Courtney, III not ſee her ruin d. 

Are we not miſerable enough already? —_ 

Let us not be more wretched. It is Time, 
3 1 = - | Now 


1 


WE? 4 


My Mind is all Diſtrs tion and Deſpair.” 


For, ſure, you do not grieve for Loſs of Bargrave. 


Wiſh you, unſaid, the Language that I counſell'd? 


Bargrave is baſe, and obſtinate, and cruel, 


His Perſon dear: But when I think of you, 


* 
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Now, to grow frugal, and to manage well 
Our little Wealth, and yn_ Remains of Honour, 


SCENE V. 


Bellmour, Courtney, Belinda, 


6’ 


Bel. O Bellmour ! T have err'd. 

Bell. In what, Belinda? 

Bel. In ſending Bargrave hence, enrag'd— I wh 
He'll make us all repent his Diſappointment. © 

Bell. Heav'n wou'd diſprove Repentance of that ſort: 
Let Wretches, loaded with ſuch Guilt, as mine, 
Rue their ill Conduct. You are to be prais'd, 
Who, by Diſcretion guided, 5 "our Honour 
And Peace of Mind. 

Bel. Alaſs! I feel no Peace: g 


1A. !'ZOD0O 


Bel. I, I'm the guilty Cauſe of all your Suffringr; 'Y 
Vou mourn for my Misfortunes and Diftreſs : 


Bel. Ah, my hard Fate! 
Bell. What means my Siſter ? Speak; 


Did not your Heart approve your Tongue s Diſcourſe? 
Bel. I own the Frailty of my Nature. Tho' A 


I wiſh him mine, ev'n tho' I ſhou'd be wickohed. | 
Bell. The News does ſink me deeper. Oh! 
Bel. My Brother, | Ie offers to go. 
Hear me! tis not, that he's my Heart's Deſire 
Heav'n knows I hate his Nature, nor eſteem. 


» 1 / U ty) '» 


Your 528 your Children, Family and Fame. + * 
What 


What cou'd I not be Willing to ſuſtsin? % 

Bell, Then tis but Pity and Compaſſion ili; f 
A generous Simpathy in our: Piſtreſ e ba 
I thank Thee for't.; Yet ſeek. not our Relief; | 
Nay, wiſh not for it, by inglorious Means. 
Let us endure the worſt, and * e 


SCENE: VI. 


Courtney, Belinda, — 


Cour. iti: nothing now remains but Ruin, 
Our only Hope was in your gentle Uſage | 
Of that malicious Creditor. Indeed * 
Twas cruel to repell him, tho your Brother * 
Urg'd it to a Family moſt cruel! 
Tho' Bellmour's Soul a hors him, i: not vou, 
By winning Ways, avert the fatal Blow, 
Or engt out the Time ? Ne ow, all muſt i Perth, 


8 CE N E VII. 
Courtney, Louiſa, Belinda. ” 


174 


Lou. As when ſome ſhipwreck'd Wretch ne a 
And, hopeful, thither beats his watry Way, (Rock, 
But, trembling, while he climbs its rugged Brow, 
Slips, and falls back, and dies amid the Waves; 
So I, thro' Miſery, mark'd a Dawn of Comfort ; 
But, ah! how ſoon has Diſappointment ſprung! ' 
And plung'd me deep again in dark Deſpair! _' 
Be. Siſter, Tve wrong d Thos: O, T 18000 tear my 


95. 


My Heart, for what Tve duns: Wou'd Pargiave yet 
Return! 0 Courtney, find him. But *twere vain. 
- 2M "Ho 


E 9 


\ (Fleſh, 


— 
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He own'd the Marriage o not make him ſpare | 
The generous ly: 'He,/aldſe? muſt ſuffer, - 
And what torments me' moſt--</(Zoiſs, pardon} / 
What moſt corrodes and preys upon my Vitals, | 
Is his Indiſſerence. Were he but in Love, 
Fierce, barbarous, as he is, I cou'd conſent; -- 
For Bellmour's Sake, ev'n forfeit all Life's Rf.” 
And hug my Miſery : : But, alaſs! he's cold, 
Hard-hearted, and indifferent ; he courts, 
As if he ſcorn'd me; and cou's be delighted 
Moxe by Repulſe, than by a, kind. Nen. | 
This, this is Torture! 
Lou. O unhappy wet. _.::_...- 
My Heart will break-: 1 cannot bear. its * | 
Cour. Deſpair not ; Heav'n may yet afford Relief 
What if I ſhould invite him back ? And Gy 
Belinda now repents his late Repulſe . "(Heal 2 
Da. O Siſter, ſpeak the Word. Who brown. bu 
May change his Purpoſe, and convert his Nature? . 
Beſides, your Prudence, Wiſdom, Love and Charm 
May help to ſoften his inhuman Heart. 
Bel. Go: TH comply, tho Miſery, prove my State. 
| Cour. Nor wil 1 __ a Moment. 
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"SCENE: vm. 00 bs 
long, Belinda, 1 ba E 


Lin he you're kind. 

May Heaw'n reward your Kindneſs and inſpire A 
Your Hearts with mutual Love! 8 
Bel. Alaſs! poor Bellmour! 
The News will weigh him down. 

Lox. 'T'wou 'd ſink him more 


2 1 


A TRAGEDY; 4s: 


To ſee his Friend, his Wife and Children ruin'd. 


Bel. What's my poor Life, in Ballance for 4 Family? 25 
H hazard all. Let worſt that can befal m. 
Loa. Again, a Gleam of Comfort breaks thro Clouds 
Df Sorrow, on my Heart. May Angels guard you, 
dear, lov'd, and loving, Siſter. I ſhall long 


5 For Courtney's coming. 


h. 
lief 


tate. 


7 


Belinda. D, 4 


Bel, Were my TRE inſpir d 

ith Pride and Scorn, like ſome of female Kind, 

| wou'd I' brook being made a Tool, a N 5 
Property! to purchaſe: Good for Others. | 

ut moſt I'd ſhew my Anger and Na e 


Wzainſt the Man, who woos me with Indfference. 


galls my Heart, to think my boaſted Charms 


ke but ſuch faint Impreſſions on his Mind, 


nd have not Force to melt him down to Love 

I ſhall rage, and loſe my Reaſon quite. 

ow I cou'd ſuffer ev'ry Woe of Life 

o have him mine — to make his Heart a Conqueſt. 
were Glory to o'ercome a Soul, ſo ſtubborn. 

But why this Earneſtneſs? this firey Keenneſs ? 
re, tis not Love. Alas! it is, it is. 

hat ſhou'd it be? It will reveal itſelf. 

he Flames of Love, in narrow Priſon pent, 
govern'd, blaze, when once they find a Vent. 
dmplaints break naturally from Breaſts diſtreſs'd. 


WD burſts the Ball, where Air is much compreſs'd. 


The End of the Second A8. 
D ACT 


* 


| 
| 
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CT. III. 
SCENE. J. 


Bellmour, Louiſa, 3 Children. 


* Bell. HY did I marry? to beget a Race 
Of Beggars, hopeleſs, helpleſs in their 


(Miſery ! 


Naked, Oe eee) trod on, for my Sake! 
What will not Beggary make em do? turn Bawds, 
Or Pandars — ſhocking, melancholy, Thought ! 
The Devil ſcorns to be ſo baſe: His Pride 
Diſdains th' inglorious Slavery. But my Sons 
Are ignorant, ſilly, deſpicable Beggars. 
Lou. Bellmour, forbear Refle & ions ſo affliQting 
To thoſe you love. See! you have cut the Hearts 
Of theſe poor Innocents w—— 
Bell. Ay, innocent indeed 
And, therefore, I more criminal and curſt. 
— Come near, my Boys, and look upon your Father, 
D'ye know me ? 
Eid. Biy Sir, we, ſure, muſt ne'er forget 
So good a Father. | 
Bell. Yes, I'd have you all 
Forget me now. I've been the worſt of Fallen 
Vou know me not, if you believe me good. 
I've turn'd your Foe, and gam'd away your Birthright. 
E'd. Boy. Heav'n will provide for us. You us'd to 


' To truſt its Goodneſs, (reach us 


Bell. 
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Bell. Heav'n is in your Soul.. | 
O that I were a Child, like you unſpotted ! 
But I'm grown old in Vice, and black as Hell, 
Unfit for Heav'n, unworthy of Society. 
Bear me, ſome Tempeſt, to a deſart Leads. 
Where Print of human Feet was never: found 3 
There let me range with Birds and Beaſts of Prey, 


Thro' gloomy Caves, and Rocks, o'ergrown with Moſs. 


There let me groan and weep my Horrors out, 
Grow wild and ſavage, as my Fellow Brutes, 
Till Death uncaſe this wretched Soul, and ſend it 
To everlaſting Torment and Deſpair. 
Loa. For Heavin 'S Sake, Bellmour, moderate your 
| (Temper. 
Eld. Buy. Sir, you affright us — Sure, you will not 
l U$— 
Or ſhall we go to foe thoſe uncouth Lands ? 


Bell. Moving Innocence! — Retire, wa Boys, retire. 


I cannot ſee their Sorrows. 


SCENE. = 


Bellmour, Louiſa. 


Life's a Pts. 


I cou'd even throw it down: But ſomertiog whiſper 


That my black Crimes have heap'd a future Hell 

Of Vengeance, for my Puniſhment. Jud 700000 2456 
Lou, O Bellmour, 

To ſee you thus dejected and deſpeiring „2 ba 

Makes me think manly Virtue all a Jeſt. 

My female Weakneſs cou'd no more 5 bent 

Beneath Adverſity. A255 * 
Bell. My Crimes, my Follies, : PARTE THO 

: — 2 Hunt 


. 4 T 
- © 
7 ba 1 9 
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0 « ſtraining Eyes, ſhe _ him long in View; 
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Hunt me, Louiſa; and where'er I go, | 
Conſcience ftill hallows eee in my Ear. 

Lou, Poor Bellmour. 

Bell. Poor indeed! a Monument of Woe 1 | 
Beggar'd alike in Fortune and in Soul! 

Lor. Vet hope good News. e 948-4 may bring It 
He dme — ——m—————_—_— E (eo us. 


— 


SCENE UI. 


| Bellmour, Courtney, Louiſs. 


+ Why look you pals, good nels? 

Court. To bring unwelcome Tidings to cheWretched 
Gives the ſad Teller half the Hearer's We. 
_ Bell, Friendly Preparative ! WINE follows next 
Can be but Mooaly's Ruin! : 

Court, He's undone ! — 

Lou. Unhappy Bellmoun!?? 1 

Court. Near your Houſe I met him, Eo” 
Hemm'd by a Marth Guard of licens'd Villains, 
TheLaw's grim Blood-Hounds, With rapacious Talons 
They dragg'd him on, in mercilefs Serenity, 


To ſhut him from his * in ner zune! 3 


Bell, Oh! 5 
- Conre. At ſhort Diſtance, near ho ere | 


That marks the Turning to that now-fall'n uy b 


Of this poor Gentleman, I ſaw his Lady, 

Wild, with a Storm of Grief! Her Hair liſheverd! 
And her looſe Robes, blown, careleſs, by the Wind! 
Struggling, with weeping Servants, to break free. 
Fain wou'd ſhe follow him, to ſhare Reſtraint : 
But by ſuperior Force held back, and hindered, - 


And, 


i, Jl%” --* t&& ty 


Mo— », > 
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And, when a guſhing Floed obſcur'd her Sight, 
Still more to lengthen out a laſt, ſad, Look, 
She wip'd away. the Tears, and gaz'd again! 
Lou. iin Deferiprion t— "Cloſe it here, good 
(Uncle! 
It cuts too des, and . my Bellmos;? 5 Sou - 

Court, No more remains to tell, but, that his Houſe 
Is fill'd with Ruffians, his rich Goods torn down, 
And his griev'd Wife, and Children, roam, unſhelrer'd, 
Without a Home, to-ſuccour „ | 

Lou, O guide them hither. _ :- | 
Let me, with open Arms, fly to receive e them, 

And ſtrive, if poſſible, to give them Comfort. 

Bell. Louiſa ! — As thou would'ſt preſerve my Life, 
Bring not their Grief too near me. My melting Soul 
Flows into Air, as I but Hear! their Mit ery : | 
To ſec it, wou'd diſtrat me. Said he nothipg ? 

Court. Marking me, as I turn'd my Face aſide, 

He call'd, and counſell'd you to ſave yourſelf, 

By ſudden Flight — Since other Ruffians, brought 
By Bargrave, your malicious Creditor, | 

Will preſently be here, on the fame Purpoſe. 

As for my Fate, ſaid he, bid him not mourn it: 
To fall for Bellmour, wou'd have giv n me- Jon, 

Had Be!/mour's ſelf not fall'n. 

Bell, He falls, indeed! | 

Court. Now, as I enter'd, Bargrave, juſt arriv d, 

With his infernal Cre w, — your Gates. 
A barbarous Triumph glows on his proud Cheek, 
And from beneath his Brows o'erjutting Low'r, 
Malicious Inſult grins, in hollow Ambuſh! 

Low. Now, Bellmonr ! thou art loſt ! —— immediate 

(Ruin 
Will ſwallow Thee, and Me, and our dear Children! 
. — 
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All! All ! muſt ſink together. — Teach us, good Uncle! 
Which Way to fly —— What Meaſures to purſue. 
. Court. Lag Og faſt — are guarded by your 
| 9 8 114+. (Servants; 
All you may hes the Grove, e unſeen. 
Bell No, = him enter. This Bargra've'taught 
6 . (me Vice, 
And counſe bd even the We that undoes me 
He wrongs the Devil, who makes himſelf the Puniſher 1 / 
Of IIIs, which he excited! Juſtice acts wiſely !- 
Oh! She's not blind. — She chufes' a fit Moment, 
And throws him on my Vengeance. Let him enter, 
Bring he as many Lives, as he has Crimes, W 
May Curfes catch me, if he ſcape my Hand! 
Tou. As thou lov'ſt- me, Bellmbur! be not raſh, 
Shou'dſt thou add Murder to our other Rn, 5 
How Wretehed ſhou'd we be? 
Cour Perſuade bim rather, 5 Me 
Sooth him to Pity. Wou'd he free you Fried, 
And add ſome Weeks of Liberty for Tryal, 
What Succour may be found ; you've many Friends: 
Who who knows what unhop'd 58 may riſe to love 


4 


a Ah 


beyj wn 1 bY %, ty 


Bell. No, Cir}; - Friendſhip riſes but with roche, 
And ſets when Men go downward. Yet I thank you. MW A 
Rage had obſcur'd my Reaſon. Sey to Bargrave, 


1 EF 1 


L have an Offer for his n Ear. 8 
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bo SCENE IV. 
Ir. | | | 
F Bellmour, Courtney, Louiſa, Belinda, 


1. gel. O, my Brother, 
e, hall thoſe be ruin'd, whom I make ner > 
Give your Conſent; Til ſtrait comply with a 
And ftrive to fave you all, tho' I thou'd periſh. 
Lou. Kind Siſter now F' [7 + 
Bell. Too generous Maid ! ! Forbear — 
r Court. I fear 'twere now too late, by Terms like theſe, 
To win him. Int'reſt only can . 
Bel. Vet let me try... WA 
Lon. For Heav'ns Sake, 2 yield. 4 . 
Belinda may avert the threaten'd Bowp,c 7 292g ns} 
| 
| 
| 


And Vys Liberty procure. Who knows 
But Bargrave only takes this cruel Means 
To force your Approbation and Conſent? 
Or ſhou'd Belinda fail, all you won ſay 
T Remains — You then might ſooth him as you pleas'd. 


* Court. There is no Harm in TIO. Be advis'd. 
u: Bell. I'll ne'er conſent. aps fs 
e, Court. Yet let her hold a Parly, © 


u. And ſeem at leaſt to yield. Some Good 7 bappen | 
Lou. Nothing but Ruin elſe, 
Bell. Then III ate | 
Cours. I'll bring him in. 
Bel. Louiſa, leave me too. = 


N Faru Extrauagance- 
Belinda. ; 


hand WS , 


O Love, thou bitter, poiſonous, Sweet! be gone, 
Or work Effects, which, but a God, can do, ZV 


To crown-my: I rg and preſerve my Honour: | 
SCENE VL 8 a4 of « 
| Bargrave, Belinds, San wot e = FT 


Bar. At length you think of: yielding! Madam; noẽ- 

f I'm cool'd, Tve chang'd my Mind.” Not Love, but. 1 

1 Employs my Thoughts. gay fem - (Juſtice, : 
Bel. Sir, were your late Addreſſes all; in jeſt? 

Meant you to mock me by your boaſted Courtſnip > ( 


Bar. No, Madam, I was ſerious; tho, I own, ; 
| I was not much in Love, Bur your Diſdain 5 
* as chang d my Mind. „ 
1 Bel. Then now 'twere vain to yield: — 
1 Bar. She comes. . I 
| Nay, Madam, I've a good Opinion | 
1 Of your Deſert — I 
1 Bel. If I have any Charms, on 8 E 
1 Or merit your Conceit, why, for my Sake, \ 
| Relent you not ? why * YOu not- = Brother £5 1 
1 O cruel Bargrave ( 
1 Bar. Madam, you refuſed [ 
'f To win my Pity : You provok'd my Rigour. { 
| ( Repent you now ? | I 
Bel. Hard Fate, thus to be forc d 4 
A To own my Paſſion ! | 
: Bare 5 


» * 


LN 2 
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Bar. Ha! am I belovd?ꝰ — 
Is your Heart mine? Say, durſt you not reveal 1 
The Truth before? Impoſſible: Tis Art, | 
Mere Art! But Tm no Cully. Vou'd, in vain, 
By ſubtle Means, endeavoury” OW; to — 
My purpos'd Juſtice. HOO e 
Bel. Not, if I comply'd? ' . - o chate it: 
Bar. You mean, by Marriage— Sw; I ve learnt ro 
Compliance wou' d be fruitleſs, in that Way. 
But wou'd'you gain my Favour to your en 
Another Way remains e . 
"” What mean you, Bargrave? len! 
Then muſt I ſpeak my Meaning ? Why, in 
Let me enjoy the. 0 (Brief, 
Bel. Shocking, barbarous Man! "f | 
Bar. Think of it well. You know my Pow's r. Ad, 
Compliance, of this Sort, can only ſave | (now, 
Your Brother and his Friend. You, by Degrees, y 


May pay their Debt: Ill take it out in n 


Bel. Thy Soul is all Infection. 
Bar. Tis no matte | 85 
My Body's ſound, and that's ah . you. | 
Bel, I ſhall go mad. Preſumptuous, i e Man! 
Is it for This I've cheriſh'd ſecret Love 7 
For this Return, a Tenderneſfs\'conceal'd 
Within my Heart for thee, by All abhorr'd? 
This then, at laſt, the Intention of thy Courtliyp:: 221 
O Patience, Patience ! if there's ſuch a Virtue, 
J want it, Heav'n. Nay, rather lend. me Thunder 
For ſuch a Wrong, ſo heinous an Affront, 
Deſerves a Wrath, almighty as thy own, 


* 


To blaſt this Wretch, and hurl him into Hell. 


Bar, Temper your Rage, and take my Terms. We- 


You'll next repent you did no. + (haps 


* 8 8 | Bel, 
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Bel. Furies ſeize him. © 
Haſt thou not other Crimes ene w to damn thee; I 
Beſides thy Luſt? And muſt I meet thy Flame P 
Are all the Brothels rifled? O thou — thrown 
A Wild-fire- in my Brain! | 
Bar. Let Nature work. EGO 
When you grow cool, you will nor be ſo bel. 
Think of your Brother s deſperate Condition —— 
Think of his Family. Conſider, Hope 
Is fled : This only Plank remains to ſave him. 
Now, I'm ſo much a Servant to thy Beauties, 
Thy Body once enjoy'd, his Friend is free ; 
And each new Favour ſhall deſerve another.“ 
If Lords ſhou'd pay ſo dear for every Capering, 
*T wou'd try the Back of their Eſtates. Whatſay'ſt thou ? 
Bel. No more, inhuman Wretch = — , 
Bar. Nay, moſt humane, , 
You ſhou'd have ſtyl'd me, for wy aa 
Think but how cheap you buy your Brother's Safety, 


The World will praiſe thee for thy Compoſition, ' 


* Alas ! good Soul! they'II ſey, twas generous Pity— 
Love for her Brother, and his ſinking Family. 


What Woman wou'd not venture ſuch a Trifle 
© To fave her Friends? Poets will fpread thy Name 


In Ballads, ſacred to thy kind Compliance. 
Methinks, I ſee Poſterity inſtructed | 


In thy fam'd Story — Mothers teach Weir Children, 


And grieve that the Example was not theirs. 
I ſhall have all the Blame: But T1l-endure it, 
For thy dear Sake. Let them blaſpheme my Conduct 


To give thee Peace, and do thy Houſe a Courteſy, 


Tl run a thouſand Hazards. Now, what ſay'ſt thou? 
Bel. That thou'rta Monſter, and my Soul abhors thee. 
ra ſooner meet a n and be ohne. 


Bay » 
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Bar. T've done. aa co my 2 5 Soon yor 11 | 


(rue 
Your ſtubborn, ſenſeleſs, 18 . you ſee 
Your Brother dragg'd to Priſon, this old Houſe 
Deſpoil'd, Louiſa and her Children 
Turn'd out to Beggary, naked and forlorn — 
Your ſelf a piteous Object, but unpitied —— 
Nay, more to ſting and torture thee; evn I 


Will ſpread it round the Country, thou'rt my 0 | 


My turn'd-off Harlot, my deteſted Leavings. 


Then wilt thou wiſh, in vain, thou had'ſt indeed = v 


Conſented, and preſerv d thy Houſe and Fame. 


Bel. O Villain! Villain! Dar'ſt thou prove ſo baſe: > 


Thou wou'dſt outdo the Devil's ſelf in Miſchief! ! 
Loſt and undone ! I ſee no Succour now! 
No Hope remains! All, all muſt! Fr n | 


O Bargrave Bergrave 9 ä e f 


Bar. Wiſdom will correct thee: 3 
F'er yet T leave thee quite, be won to Softneſs. 
III give thee ſome few Moments to conſider, 
And, mean while, hear what Bellmour has to offer. 


8 0 E N E. VII. 
Belinda. 5 


& 


Bel Conſideration will but heap my Griefs. 
Wretch that I am! ſlighted! inſulted ! Joſt! 
What ſhall Ido? Comply? Or be reveng'd ? 
Reveng'd ! How? O that I cou'd be'reveng'd ! 

d loſe a Limb, I'd die, to be.reveng'd! 
Bur, Oh! my Brother! a poor, ruin'd, Family! 
Tho' for my own Misfortune and Diſtreſs, - 


My Stock of _ were ſpent, the Thoughts of H 


Were 


| 
| 


| Win wy barren Head. 
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Were able to create a weeping Spring 
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Bell. 1 know thou lov'ſt me. 15 5 N We 
Poor Maid ! I ſhall endeayour to g eharith Life 1. 


If thou lament'ſt me thus: 80 rich a Comfort 


Will make me wiſh I might ev'n live a Wretch. 
Bel. O wou'd my Life cou'd ſatisfy, your Creditor! 
But, barbarous Man! he courts me to Diſhonour, - 


And tempt the Murder of my very Soul! (declare 
Bell. Ha! what did'ſt thou ſay 4 Doe Bargrave then 
That Luſt, not Love, inſpir d bis boaſted Courtſhip? 
Be]. He does — and offers to enlarge your Friend, 


And ſave your Houſe, at Price of my Undoing. 


Bell. And thou cou "dſt die (did not I hear thee ſay 


To ſave us from Deſtruftion! |. (fo ?} 
Bel. Twou'd be Pleafure. , MgO 


Bell. In this great Love, thou wound'ſt my inmoſt 


Suffer for me? why thou art inn 25 (Soul. 


I have provok d the Rigour of the 


And dare obey it manly. But, alas 5 

My Wife ! my Children! and my Friend! — O Siſter! 

Cou'dſt thou with any Thing, but Death, relieve us 
Bel. Nothing, cou'd'be too precious fon thy Safety. 


Bell. Deathss a devouring Gameſter —lweeps up all. 


But cou'dlt t thou ſpare an Eye, Of Oe SAX | foil 
Bel. M oft gladly, _ | „ 

Wou'd Bargrave reſt well ſatisfy 4. 
Bell. And can'ſt 


Thou grudge to fave 1 us s by a gentler Means! 5 


Bel. 


9 =d 


— 


* 


4 T RAGE D v. 


Bel Won 11 1 


Bell. Did not Bargrave Ae Safety, 1k. 


If thou'dſt comply with his unhallow'd e ? 


"2 


Bel. Ha! Sure, you wou'd not.tempt me to be baſe. 
You, who refus'd Conſent to lawful Wedlock, 
Will never yield to ee. a 


You do but try my Virtue, 
Bell. O Belinda | 


I know the Kingdoms of ths eee not 


Riches enough to tempt thee to ſuch Shame: 
uin'd, Brother! 


But I'm thy Brother! thy poor, x 

A Brother, whom thou lov'ſt! and who loves thee ! J 

who has done much, in proſperous State, to ſerve thee! 
T know it makes thee grieve to hear me ſpeak it —— 


But condeſcend to loſe thy Virgin Virtue, | 
And I ſhall Jove thee hetter fort We'll live, 
Live, and repent together, pray and weep, 
Till Heav'n hath pardon'd al. 


Bel. O never, never, 


: . 17 


Sure, you'd not have me gain d: 


Bell. Where ? who ſhall ſee n 


A Blemiſh in thy Face, or Fame > Thy Beauty | 
Will be the very ſame,- Thy Spooad, 2 . Ow 


The fame they are. 


Bel. O Rebel to all WE PI 
To all Religion! Coud I think that galt 


Wou'd ever tempt me thus to Sin? 


Bell. Not Bellmour, 


But what he's made tis his Condition tempts you. 


Vet tho thou ſcorn ſt to buy me from DeſtruQion, 
On Barg-ave's, Terms, thou wilt not dure tuevive 5 me. 


Bel. What means my Brother 
Beil. To prevent, by Neath, : 


— 
- * 
» « 
ts is 


His en Wh 00 
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Bel. What? kill thy ſelf! 


Bell. My ſelf, my Wife, my Children; all ſhalt de 


To diſappoint his Malice; and Men's Scorn. 
Bel. You fright me, Bellmourñßæß 
Bell. Tis reſolv'd. Then, tell me, 


Wilt thou die with us? ſhall T now diſpatch thee, 


Unſpotted, and ſo valiant, hence to Heay' n ? 
Bel. Oh, will you murder? 
Bell. Do you tremble ? | 
+, eo ewbindts 162 
At Terror of your Sword, or ot Death: 3s 
But at the Horror will roms, ap thy Soul 
For ſuch an Action. | 
Bell. It will be moſt lovin, h 
To make thee die a Martyr, undefil'd.” 15 
Shou'dſt thou live longer, thou might'ſt grow corrupt, 
And be unfit to die. Then, ſay your rer, — eG, 
And ſtand prepar'd for Heav In. "$9:1 Hir 
Bel, O Bellmour, Bellmour! OO CV 
Ils there no Remedy, but Death? and by k Hand? 
I'm ſhock'd. What ſhall I do? I'll give Conſene— 
I'll yield to Bargrave; and redeem you all. 5 
Bel. Yield, didſt thou ſay? Conſent to 055 hoop? 
Thou merit t e een [Stabe her. 
Bel. OT am. flain! #975 e ede iy 


-. 


Ic had been well if any other Hanel 7 


Had giv'n the Wound. I did but ſeem to yield, 

Only to gain-ſome Time, in Hope you'd change | ; 

Your fatal Purpoſe, and prevent This Guilt. ee 
Bell. Ha! did but ſeem to yield then T was #aſh. 


Alas! I did but try thy Virtues,” When 


Thou ſaid ſt thou wouꝰdſt conſent to Bargrave Terms 

I thought thee loſt, a Strumpet in thy Hearr, . 2 

And fear'd that ſoon thou wou'dſt make good” thy 
Words. Forgive 


pt, 


Forgive me, silter Oo water, and W wh a | 
A little longer. Paſſion hath betray' then = 
To this dire Wound. Yet know I not, if y” | | 
Shou'd moſt rejoyce, or mourn, ſince thou art virtuous, | 
Thou'rt ripe to be tranllated from the Earth, 
To make a Cherub. 5 

Bel. Heav'n forgive wy | Brother, ſe 
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*"Ballmour, Courtney,” deine. 3 * 528 
Court What bloody Chance! is 2007 2 Belinds f penk— 
How came this Wound? 1 88 7 

Bel. I drew che hen tor e dn ei 1 
Heav'n knows my Brother lov'd me. Now, I hope, 

The cruel Bargrave will not vex me more. 

Court. O Death, be not ſb haſty. =\B#erave waits 
Impatient for you, Bellmour — 

Bell. And for her : 


To be his 1 Pl meet ing with my Fury, 


4431 
* 


Your re in Ferse rot Bo to & 
See dear' Belinda in her Bed be lad 
Bargrave will follow ſoon —— Ask me no Queſtions, 
Siſter, farewell. Thy fein'd Conſent hath brought 
Thy Happineſs more early, than it might 
Have elſe arriv'd, and: * ſome Guilt to me. 

Bel. Farewell. Sy” 

Court. O gracious Heav'n, What new Diſtreſs 
Riſes each Hour, in this unhappy Houſe ? 

Bell, Courtney, T ve much to tell thee, Lead her hence. 
: l | | Pray 


64 be Fatal Extrauugance 


Pray for me, Siſter. Me 001700 TH, 
TI 21er FN 
| 42 N * . 


SCENE K. 


Belſmour. 

5 eee 
Now, keen Revenge, inſpire we... 
My Soul's on Fire. I ſhall conſume to Aſhes, 
If I not cool my Fury with the Blood 
Of that unrival'd Villain. This poor Roof 
He'd, laſt of all, diſhonour with his Luſt, © 
Shall be his Tomb. The Reaſons of his Death 


Will juſtify the Deed to future Times.. 
Murder 1s not ſo horrid as his Crimes. ret 1+ 
= VFC a 
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| Courtney, Doug. in 307 bene j7 
£44.) 8 
+ Court. HE pointed Sword, chat bya 1 
e kee er mas Glan, 
Hung o er che Head of * was Shadone, 
To Bellmour's ſolid Danger. "2 FLU $49 24 2187 [5 8; 
* Lou. O, good Uncle ! | 17 


Now, ſay; what ſhall we do ? what Method take; EI 
Belinda dead, now Bellmour is diſtraQted © | 
With Anger, Grief, Reyenge; and, in in Madnel, 
Utters ſuch horrible, ,outragious; Werds, 
As none but evil Demons cou'd inſpire, - 
Court. Is he not gone to Reſt in his Apartment? 
Lou. He is: But, Oh! he cannot there be ſafe. 
Bargra ve, enrag'd, vows. he Il break-up. the Door; 
Nor, ſhou'd he ſpare him, is my ee we 
om his own ſelf. PEA af. 
| Court. Let us then force. him * — 
Steal him from Ruin, tho againſt his Will. 8 
I fear for him, for you, for all the Houſe, 
Some common Miſchief will involve us all, 
Such unremitting Madneſs has paſſeſ d him. 
Lou. Or if, by Chance, it ceaſes, {till he feals 
New Ca bis returning Senſe : - 
For to behold with Tears domeſtick Ils 
C urſelyes the only Authors of aur Miſeries, * 5 
th S 3. © s 


66, The Fatal Extravagance - 
Is ſure a Torture worſe than being mad. 
When Bellmour raves, and Frenzy rules his Brain, 


Senſeleſs of IIl, he joys for what we mourn. 
But when his wandering Reaſon is return'd, 


And with it Melancholy, Grief, and Pain, 


Doubly diftreſs'd, he gives us double Sorrow. 
His Groans, his Words, declare ſome brooding III 
Sits deep at Heart, and heavy on his Brow, - 
O Uncle, viſit him, and, by your Wiſdom, 
Try to appeaſe, or give him Sulgen = 
Court. Time 1901 1 7 ; 
Is precious now. What Groan was there ? 


W a ads Nee 


Lou. Twas his wailing Voice. 

Bell. Oh ! Oh! 

Court. Again! how wretched/i is his Grief! 
Bell. My Wife ! my Boys! Oh! 

Lon. Let me fly to meet him. 3 
Court. He comes. een nee 110% 01912, 


| Bellmour, Courrney, Louiſe 
Bell. Poor indeed 1 alike 


In Soul and Fortune poor! a very Wretch ! 4 
—— Courtney, my only now. remaining Friend, 


(For Woaly's ſunk) wou 'd bu Poſe” Arm e me 


Court. How ? 
Bell. Stretch it forth, and lov poor Adee die. 


Court. O, Sir, compoſe your Spirit, and une | 


You wou'd:not have me murder — 
Lou. O my Bellmonr ! 


For Heav'n's Sake, do not _ add Grief | to Grieß 


And 
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A TRAGEDY, 67 
And multiply our Sorrows: O ſubmit 
Your Paſſion to your Reaſon. 

Bell. It is Joſt, 
Bankrupt and beggar'd! ! — O pernicious Bargrawve 
O Serpentine in Subtlety and Sting! who firſt 
Miſled me, and now triumphs in my Woes. 

Let me deſtroy him Why d'ye hide him from me? 

Court. Provoke not Heav'n, by bringing more Guilt 
And be advis'd to reaſon with him calmly. - (here, 
I've talk'd with him, and find ſome Ground to hope 
He may prove merciful, and free your Friend. 

Bell. Think! you: he'll free my Friend ? Then all 

(were well. 
I yet pi love kink "Tis my Friend' s Diſtreſs 
O'erpow'rs me —— not my own! I'd not, from him, 
Beg Favour for my ſelf ; my Soul diſdains it. 
Mean is the Wretch, who begs for Life with Pain, 
And lengthens out uninterrupting Woe. 
To him each Day is joyleſs, as the former, 
Adds a poor Space to Life, and keeps off Death. 

Lou. Yet, my Bellmour, think of us, of your three 
O, [ beſsech you, by our firſt Embraces, (Children — 
By all you love, O leave us not unfriended. | 
Remember me, if ever thou wert pleas'd 
With me, or with my Diligence to pleaſe, 

If IJ had ought of Charms, or TO of Love.” | 


Lou, Dear, dear, Loviſa. 
Court. Shall J bring him toes ? 


Bell. Do. 
+I will inſtru& my ſwelling Indignation 
To cool, and ſettle; like a2 mmer 5 rn. 5 
What cannot teen teach us? | 


— 
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SCENE” III. 


| BelImour, Louiſe,” + 


Bell. Leave me, Louiſa [SINE enn bar e 
I wou'd not have thee blaſt thy i innocent Eyes, 
With Sight of ſuch a Monſter.--- Nor brook I well, 
That thou, who haſt been taught to love W 
Shou'dſt hear me flatter 5 eke | 

Lou. Do but think © TS SOT] Y.SOO OH 
Tis for their Sakes, whom mo} 700 wiſh to faccver, 
And yon will _ it eafy. Farewell! ! he. TOrhes: 


SCENE IV. 


 Bellmour, bungen. 
220 ; 
Bar. 155 Sie! 1 find, you male 1 House your N 
6 ' (Exrriſow? 
Bold embed Geritinels Meier wich Caution, 


Whom you vouchſafe your Paſs to Tis great, indeed 3 
Girt, Sovereign- like, within your Palace Walls, 


The Law muſt beg Admiſſion!“ And, when enter'd, 
People muſt wait for Audience. But the Pride, 
With which your State o'erlook'd me, will inſtrukt 
Till I find Means to reach you.— 3 

Bell. J ſent not for you | | 
Thus to revive old Hatred. Twas my M eaning, 9 
To ſet before your Eyes the fpreading Miſery, 


From whenee a; Week's ſhort Reſpite may, 3 4 
' Free Woedly, and my ſelf, nor do you Wrong 
Bar. Oh, Sir! no doubt, tis likely, that Seven Days 


Will paya Bond, which twice Seven Months, and "Ha 
| as 


. K as wad „ NM „„ . re ay 
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Has drawn no Intereſt from you! ·· Moody wy claim 
Some. little Pity.—— He's a ſuffering Tool, 
Who faſts to feed your Riots. Bur for vou, 
No Plea bears Influence. What a Maſs of Wealth 
Loaded, your, Youth, {rhe Foil of careful Anceſtors * o 
And, how it is conſum d, let Thouſands r 
Whoſe lifted Eyes and Hands proclaim their Wonder. 
I dare not whiſper it. --- Men wou'd;think me mad: 
And laugh to think, that. the. once liberal Bellmour 
Is grown a. Niggard, now; and, like a Miſer, 1405 
Whines for a Day of Grace. And ſwears twilhruin 
To pay his Creditors.— Name it no more. (him 
Should it get ares twon'd. lower Ache meg Loy 
Sails, 
And loſe you many a Cap, 0" Coun 92 5 1517 
As you ride thro! rhe; Vallages. ...:.. ot 1477 
B:{1, Inſulting Wreeeh ! , 5956 
It grates my. inmö ll Soul, to tr his FER 
But my Friend's Fate depends ont. 9 Gem d to, 
As if you. pity'd Hoody. Give him Liberty: 11 41 
And let me fill the Place, to which you've ſent, bia; 
Lask no more bor my own Miſeries, | - 
Perhaps, they merit not. m ſure, they fore: 
What Pity thou gan'ſt give chem, — 
Bar. Oft, I remember, | th 
Wodly, with Zeal for holy. Veste, n 1 
Wou'd preach, and cite Divinity. — Dull ! Dull! +. 
How cou'd he miſs that Caution, which forbad wy 
To be another's Surety ? What comes after, as | 
He now, perhaps, has learnt. And will . 


When, next he talks, to edify.— —, Beſides, 


Tue Scorn IVe met with from your felf and Siſter, 

Forbids my Mercy to a Friend of „ 151 

Nor Wife, nor Whore, you'd grant me Gn 
8 Biel. 


70 be Fatal E ara, : 
Off, mean Hypocriſy I. Tu mike hich hear I 
In DN WES e, FO Malice. Think, You! 
| 45 n "Tz rayror? 
How I, firſt leut 4 wie Guilt, with which, but now, 
Thy Ton gue reproach'd: me! wW ho, but the Villain Bar. 
_ (grave? 


Bar. Ha! Villain! * mid you? | [offering ro drow. | 


Bell. Yes, the Villain Bargrave. m—— 
Touch notthy Sword.--Should'ſt thou unfpeath! it here, 
Thy Guardian Devil, too weak to fave his boys 
Should riſe, in vain, betwixt 1 4 3 
Bar. Til hear thee out | e 
Bell. Who, but thy ſelf, ſpread all thoſe Snares about 
Which, firſt; entangling, next o'erthrew my Virtue? 
Who ſtain'd the native Whiteneſs of my Soul, 
And ſpotted it with Follies ? "Think, how this Bond, 
Was fraudulently, and, by ſhameful Arts, 
Won from my clouded Reaſon, when the Fumes, 
Of madding Wine had warm'd my yielding Fancy, 
Fit for a Knave's Impreffion! — Haſt thou Humanity? 
And doſt not feel a Ruin thou haſt causdꝰ 
Haſt thou Reflection? and canſt thou fleep, unſtung, 
By guilty ſtartings, and remorſeful Dreams? i 
Or have the Fiends, that haunt thy gloomy Boſom, | 
Unhumaniz' thy Heart? ſear'd up 2 Conſcience ? D 
And left all Devil vichin thee : 7 
Bar. Now take Breath : 


And hear me tell the Effect of this fine Pleading, 
Find my felf, with all theſe black Endowments, | ne 
' Your Maſter, and your Scourge. But that I fcorn thee, 
I could be angry. —— - Mark this ſilent Wirneſs: 
Look on this Bond. And curſe the woefuf Hour, 
29 0. gave thy rien, and thee, to my Diſpoſal. ru | 
C. ; 


1. 34% Now, break, my Rage 42 oH Huh i 


Po... | 
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I'll jeave our Wives, to na che Quarrel out, 
While Tſeek Vengeance, nat tom Words, but Ad ion; 
et „Won geen llt attempts te ge et. 
Bell. By Kian b. didſt thou ſay a L thank thee; Bar- 
Thou haſt inſtructed me. That fatal Bond a 
Shall never iſe; in Judgment, againſt Woodly; - 
[Drawing his Swerd, and putting himſelf before. the Dae, 
Juſt Heav'n, that hates Oppreſlion, points a Way, 
To eaſe my Wretchedneſs of half its Load, 
By cutting thro” that Chain, that binds my Friend. 
Now, if thou dar'ſt defend thy. Villanies, 
Unſheath thy Sword, and to this guarded Door, 
Force thy wiſh'd Pollige, 'thro' Breaſt of Bell mour. 
7 [They fight, and Bargrave Yao | 
Bar. Cana ee. that all deſtroying Hand, 
'Spite of my wiſh d Revenge thou: wilt. eſcape me: | 
No Heir ſurvives, to put the Band in Proof, 1 T 
And Wooaly,” { 2 ſelf, EW e | Wy 3 
. 20 W 3360 ee ie ee en ba 
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Belmont, Courrney, Louiſa. A 
„m Go Yam bogs 34.2205 % 


Ghurts: When bave vou done? I fear'd, wis ahh Ee, 
Of Rage, but half ſuppreſsd —— - and aited near: 
But an Attempt yan, Bioodhounds made without, 

To force an Entrance calld me off too fatally ! 

Lou. Was this, my Bellmour! Speak, was thi the way, 
To eiſe our: Wretehedneſs? Oh! this eure 1 
Sinks us ſtill geeper,; cuts. us off from Comfort. ia 151 
And we can never, nom, be happy more 

Fell. Courtney !'twere vain to withithis Act undone 
Scarce can it claim Repentance. —— Secret gs: 7 

\ 4019-751. N13 4-5: 52 3 41 Let 


| — I not leave "ou _ e i. 15 
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7%. 
Let me intreat thee; to convey this Parchment 
NR 7 : if Taking the Bond from Bargrave!-: Pocket. 
Into my Wadly's Hand. —— Say, how it happen'd: 
Fell him, whatever Fate may Wins 2 n 


I'm bleſs'd to give him Freedom. sf gen 


Court. Guard the Doors vell-—There Danger ne near: 2 
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Low. Fly; for t b Belge be Small. IS 71 535 
One Hour's Delay prevents Eſcape for ever. 

Bell. What wou ' dſt thou have me do? | @ 

Tow, Let me diſguiſt ther diw ©; 48 
Thenthro' the Grove, haſte; and, as . 
Entreat a ſhore Ooncealment. - There, III find thee, 
And we'll conſult Relief from all our Woes. 
Bell. Fix'd as my Fate, I ſtand, unmov d, to expect 
I'Il not ſtir hence, by Heav'n. | (it. 

Lou, Oh! do not ſwear! Will | 
Think, how my Peace of Mind, my Hope, my Miſery, 


/Depends on thine. Thus; on.my Knees, Lange it. 


Thou, being free, may ſt ſind a thouſand undes 64 10 
To ſuccour 4; but if hn fall'ſt, 2 Family; : 30 
A loſt! a friend1els Family! falls with 1 * 
Oh! if I ever was belov'd by Bellmour, DE 
If all my Pray'rs, my Vows, my Tears, Gun move him} 


Let him but grant me this. Let him dps l 


Rain then a world of Woes upon my Head!!! 
Let Want, Reproach, Contempt, and ell Life Agonies, 
In ceaſeleſs Bitterneſs of Soul, afflict me; 
While thou art ſate, if I but let one Sigh, | 


i } hw <Q dna 


— 
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One Bremsb of Diſcontent ofcape, my Eipe, 5 7 
Curle me ti felf,, and make, me loſt, indeed - 
Bell, . Excelient Women! riſe . To ſee chee chin, 
Is Torture beyond: bearing!“ H C300fl ä B. $3791 HA 
Lou. I will not leave thee. 
Here, at thy Feet, thus humbled, as that Duſt, 
Which I ſhall ſhortly be, when J have loſt thee, 
Here will I grow for ever, till thou grant 't_ | 
This only Payr IT make thee — WN 
Bell. Thou bid'ſt me fy: 
What would'ſt thou I ſhould fly from? 
Lou, Danger and Miſery. 
Bel. With whom then muſt I leave that Miſery i ? 
Muſt not thy ſelf, and thoſe Three friendleſs en 
Whoſe 1 1 was Cauſe of, and expect 


To all the Miſes 245 5 e have me 
Fly, like 3 Coward, from, and leave for Tanocents, 
Who owe e em to my Baſeneſs I no I My Loniſa, 
Wretch, | as 1 have been, I'm not fallin el: 

+: OY 1. lc, for ever! + 25 . EY 
e Judge on high, - 4 (thee, 


Who ſees, 5 thy Goodneſs. let me entreat 


To give my Sorrows Way, for a few Moments. 
A ſolitary Thought! ! a Turn, or two, 
Uninterrupted, in the Gallery, | 
Will teach me to reſolve, and then Til call thee. 

Lov. Angels aſſiſt and guide thy ſilent Reafonings, 
And, from this Labyrinth of Woes, unwind thee ! 
Diſmal our Proſpect! yet all may be well! 
Heav'n cannot err — oft guides us in the Dark 
And, when we leaſt expect, affords Relief. f 

a 


As thro? black Storms of Wu, ad Atieing Rein © 
Short, Sunny Beamings ſtresk cht kürrafbd Main, 10 
So, tht Yeep Sorrow; Glems bf Cõntfort tile; RE 

And ſ] pread ſmooth Heavens before che Sulfererv"Eyts.! 
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7 1 * ſhow'd K pauſe! Nothing « can be 1 
| a | E Ar ; 
Which 8 a top ro Fry A thouſand Menn 
May have been poor as T, -—— and yet liv 4 hoppy ! 1 
Miſeries, we make our ewe are born with ey 1 1770744 
But he, who beggars his Foſterit ,, 
Begets a Race, to curſe him Profule in Us; 50 
He, propagating Ruin, with his Name, Iid 
Entails Deſcent of Anguiſh !! wry 3 
Which wrings the Soul of any future Bellmour, 
Whom Want ſhall pinch the Bones of, Ages Nerice, / | 
Will ark, with Shame, my unforgotten Grave, 
And reach my guilty Soul, where e er ie wanders, 10 
lf to give Miſery to thoſe, to wuom 
We once gave Life, is an inhuman Crime, | 
How can it be a dick, to take Life bick, | 
And put an End to Miſery? To live, 
Is to be rack'd, if Life muſt till be poor: 
For Poverty gives up the Wiſe Man' s Worth, 
To the Contempt of taſtleſs Ignorance. 
Oh! — Cou'd I fee no Miſery, but my own! 
How eaſy were it for this Sword, to free me, 
From alt that Anguiſh, which embitters Life 7 > 
But, when the Grave has given my Sorrows Reſt, 
ö Where 


Bell 972 


mind 
2 


76 The Fatal Extravagance: 
Where ſhall my miſerable Mi find Comfort? 

- Uafcicnded,. and alone, in Want's bleak —_ 
Not all ebe Angelie Virtues of her Mind. 


Can it be kind to leaye her fo'exp6s'd, 

And, while I ſleep in Death, not dream of her? 
Better a thouſand Times, to lead her with me, 
Thro' the dark Doubtfulneſs of deep Futur:ry ! 
Whate'er uncertain Fate attends,” hereafter, 

It can but be the worſt of what is bad, 


And that's our State, already; —— It ſhall be done! 


But bow ? That asks ſome Thought — Death, in it 


Comes ſoft; arid ſweetly; as ah Infant's Sleep, (ſelf, 


When Nature, unalarm'd, expects it not. 


From thoſe dear, deſtin'd Breaſts, the pointed Steel, 


Muſt draw no Blood, to ftain my bluſhing gt: 


Leſt my $oul;ſtart,” and that ſeem Cruelty, 8-25 4.9 
— 1 wou d e Fink They. — Hark! the Time 

| E eke - preſſes me. 
— 9 We without, 


Wüst if 1 W of Poiſon? 
I have at hand that Sovereign Remedy, | 


For all Diſeaſes, . Want and Woe can plague Vir Bagh be 

Mix'd with fache unfear'd Draught: ae Emde. mur- 
47 (der : 

Bear off Death's painful Edge, nd; in Geet Slumber 


Swim yy 1285 ſhadowy, o'er the miſty Eye. ball. 
SCENE. 1. 17 ncg” 


Lon. Will you 3 me, if . [ | * h 6 
That anxious Pain J feel, till yen are fafe, 


ears > 4 » 


Willſhield her, from the unpitying World's Deriſion. 


* 
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l * 'Bellmour Louiſe. ] Ci þ — 5 0 
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Oberudes my Zeal, perhaps a few ſliorr Moments, 


Before you wou'd have wiſh'd to be diſturb d? 
Yon Villains grow impatient for Admiſſion, 


And ſcarce your Servants guard the Gate againſt them. 
Storms of bold Oaths, and horrible Reproaches, - | 
Mix'd with loud Thunderings, and the Threats of Law, 


Make my Heart tremble, and have forc'd me hither, | 
Fore'd me to urge you, by all the Ties of Love, 
Of Intereſt, Honour, Hope, and future EGS: 
To fly this dangerous Reof, and ſaverus All 
Bell. I thank thy gentle Care <— It is refolv'd.. 
J have bethought me-of-a Means, to evade 
The Malice of my Fortune — Twill be aJourney, 
A little longer, than thy Love could wiſh it; 
Vet not ſo far; but we ſhall meet again. 


Los, Ob f bee en is Pole from Pola, - 


Let me but follow thee; nd I am. blefs'd. 

Bell. It ſhall be ſo, Loniſa. 

Lou. A thouſand Angels L amt: 
Spread their Wings o'er —_ ſl protell thy 2 
Now thou art kind. - Bue Aer oy liptle „ 
Shall they go too? ß 444 

Bell. All! all ge e s 

Lou. Haſte then, ET 
Let us be gone 2 — 3 Heart aha * 
And I ſhallſmile agen — But ah me! B4//nrour ! 
They are ſo young! ſo tender! it is impoſlible, 7 
They ſhould travel with us? 

Bell. Moving Innocence! 
My ſtrong Heart bleeds within me at hes A 

| Ade. 

A few ſhort Steps will lodge us in a Place, II. her. 
Of Reſt and Safety — we ſhall have Leiſure there, 


To weigh our future Hopes, and ſeek fir Means, 


S# 
1 


To 


78 The Fatal Extratagauce:: 
To our wiſh'd End. Gooey will enen if) 
Said he notſo? 3 1099 
Lou. He did, nd we'll ce fate; As nes: 
Of our new Purpoſe, and begin our Flight. 15 9 
TIl make Proviſion, ſuch as beſt _ 6 © a: 
Our Haſte, and our Diſtreſſes. xt lots, 17 "going. 
Bell. Stay, Louiſa! 
Thoſe boaſted Cordials, the French Marquis fent me, 
Gave I to thee, or no? | 
Lou. You ſpoke-of ſuch — 21 0 
But ſtill forgot to give em me and. _ A) 
They're not worth Memory ———_ 
Bell. Nay, now, moſt uſeful! 


Their Virtue is reported ſovereign, SITE 
Againſt the Body 8 Toil, or Mind's Diſturbance, 


8 c E N B. Ill. 


Fg 40 Qs 10 


Bellmour, Louiſs, 3 Children. 
FS 43 n ARE 


Lou. — ſtays long. 

* Bell. Unhappy Boys! my Sons, Jia 
Be happier than your Father, O0 wens l | 
Happy as you are, in not knowing Ill!'- - , 
A Life of Igaorance i is far the ſweeteſt; 


To know, is to know Pain: A choughtleſ l, i 0 \ 


If it has leſs of Joy, has leſs of - Grief. 
—— But I delay — Tis the Phyſician's part, 


Not to abound in Words, but work the Cure. 
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SCENE IV. 
Louiſa, 3 Children, 


Loa. I fear ſome fatal Project fills his Mind. 
Oh! how Ptremble with the Apprehenſion! 
—— My little ones! ſay, are you now prepar d 
To ſtretch your tender Limbs ? to beg your Bread: 
From Houſe to Houſe? to lie on the cold Earth ? 
Endure the Storms? and bear reproachful Tongues ?. 

Eld. Boy. Will not our Father Show ma with v us?; 

Lon. Yes. | 

Eld. Bey. Then there! s no Cauſe 1 to fear He will Sal : 
We ſhall not want good Lodging and Proviſion, (care 

Lou. Alas! thou little know'ſt n. 


Anon, L will n you ELIE 2! $69 
s c E N E v. 
; + * 
7 Children, Courtney. - 


EIA. Boy. Our good Uncle! 

Court. Where is your Father?ꝰ 

Eld. Boy. In his Gallery Cloſet. rt. 

Court. Strange that a Man ſhou'd linger Fes in Dun £ 
III trace the Gallery round, and urge Eſcape. (ger - 
Few Minutes more may ſpread a Crowd of Eyes 
On ev'ry Side, and fatally prevent him. 
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80 The Fatal Extrauagance 
SCENE VI. 
Bellmour, 3 Children. 


Bell. My baleful Hand, hasmix'd the deadly Deaughr, 


To give it as a Cordial Give it ! bm? 
Start from thy burning Orb, thou conſcious Sun, 
And chill thy ſelf te Froſt at my black Purpoſe. . 
Am I a Parent ? a Protector? Lover? 
Or has this Devil, that heaves about my Heart, TT 

_ Transform'd me to a Fiend ? He has! He has! 
Chain him, ſome Angel, Millions of Fathoms down 
Heap him with Mountains, leaſt; he riſe again, 
And in a Husband's and a Father's Breaſt, 


Brew horrid Murders ! — I am my ſelf, once more — 


Now let cool Reaſon's undiſtrafted. Search 
Anſwer my bleeding Soul, which dreadful IN © 


May beſt be born by Nature Fo leave our Friends, 


To grinding Sorrow, Poverty, and Scorn, 

With Senſe of his not feeling am Pain, 

Who gave them all; — or, to quit Life rogerher, 
And, wanting Pow'r to lle, make it ſome Merit, 
Not to leave Curſe; to ſurviving Innocence! 
I'm mad again — Reafon ber ſelf eee 

And whiſpers, that the firſt — $736 ant 
en eee — 


[tar SCENE VII. 


Bellmour, Louiſa, 3 Children. 


Lou. Found you the Cordial? 
Vour little Wanderers are ready dreſs'd 


" Te 


* , 
Aa av Ti Sond 


— 


of T- R A G E D V. _ 
To act the Piigrim with us; perhaps twill nid 
Their fainting Spirits, yet untried in Hardſhips. 
Bell. 1 nenen — my Feet, * ——— down be 
: | 1 * 1 3 74 4 3 B: (Nature, 
Rebell againſ my Alert — Oh! If one Moment, 
One mort Thong ht longer, ſhe oppreſs me, thus, 
Wich melting, innocent, Talk — I mall grow 16ft,. 
Yield her to Warr, and live to ben Rg. wo "Tf, 


Lou. Still you are doubtfal ——— 
Bell: Wann re Ob! Nase; 
ene e Lite 


I left my Cloſer e IAM on 2 Table. 
In that Gold Cup, which was my Father's Preſent, 
When<hy firſt Favourite Boy's laft Birth-Day came, Þ 
Thou'lt find the fitteſt Cordial —<T try'd "em all, 
And what ſeem'd propereſt, for the Boys and the, 
Waits, in that Cup, thy taſting. e re 
Lou. Come, my B33 eee 
Let's taſte this eee Fo ! 


SCENE VIII. 
4 - »Bellmony.”' 0 


Bell 0 my Heart! a eee 
Stop thy big Beat! Thaw, cm this ering ood, 
That, thro' my Icy Veins, creeps cold as Death, 
And freezes in its Paſſage . Where is Loniſa? | 
But a few:Moments, and ſhe is no more! e 
Now ] now i the unſuſpecting Innocent 
Lifts that laſt Cup — Now; now, ſhe YE a Dravihe 
That ſnatches' her, for ever, from my Sight, 
And robs me of her Comfort ! Never more, | 
Shall her * Voice enchant me! Never more, 


Shall 


77 
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Shall her ſoft Eyes look fondly 1 into mise, 
And pine with ſwimming Languor — Never, never, 
Will her unwearied Wit beguile my Cares, 
Or huſh me more to Peace, when Paſſion ſhakes me! 1 
Open, engulph me, and conceal my Shame f 
Befriending Earth! — Or, from thy yawning: Depeh, 
Stream up a Night of Gloom, to blot — 
And darken oer Reflection! I feel my Blood 
Tool, and grow thick,. as melted Lead flows bey, 
And hardens in its. Motion A little longer, 
And I, who have a Heart, already A: 
Shall petriſie throughout, and be a ae! 515 
Lon. My Life! my Bellmour / bau 
Bell. Ha! tis her Voiee that calls 1e 


* 


It ſounded not reproachfuw. Halt: ; 
Lon Lock, look, my — b [97H 
"Theſe little Strugglers will not 000 the Cond, 
But ſip it to the Bottam mom | oh 
Bell. Torturing Horgor' ——, ut ; 1 Lg. 


810 E a N E 4 IX. 
nee, Louiſa when empty Cup, 


g * 


* 


Lon. Lone cou'd you be ſo-right; not to come, 
When twice call'd you? Twou'd have been a Seene 
Of Pleaſure, to obſerve with how much Eagerneſs, 
The little Wranglers quarrel'd for the Cup: 
Which, having drank, my ſelf, L brought to hem. 
T bid 'em zafte it only — and told che Fratkers, 
It was their Father's Preſent: But that Word 
Tranſported them, to lift their pretty nen 
And brought a Var about me 

* F uries tear me —̃ | | 


— 
ö 


oy 


1 TRAGEDY: - By 


Lou, Did you no ge Petmiſin wen ou taſte 
E'er they n ee bras I an wm (iv? 
Bell. Alas Lou ſa 


A loag⸗ long, Journey, is, dene TOTS 


But endleſs, as Eternity ———"Thy ſelf, i 
And thoſe dear Infants — are poyſon'd by thit Cordial 
Lou. Poiſon'd! by thee? Thou ſayſt it but to try me! 
If *twere thy Wiſh that I ſhould die, thy Love,. 
At leaſt, thy Pity, wou'd have given ſome Varning. 
Death is a dreadful Journey, 2 and requires 
Much length of Preparation 
Bell. By thoſe Charms, 
Which I no more muſt gaze on, and be bleſs'd, 
Thou can'ft not live an Hour A laſt; long Sleep 
Will ſteal, wich cold Advances, o'er thy Beauties, 
And thoſe two beamy Suns, which fparkle on me, 
Anon, ſhall ſet in Death Even, while we talk, 
The eternal r e at once, e V | 
And ſever us for ever. 17 
Lou. Dread ful Gb RWG as Y A 
Of that ſhort Span, which at its Jongelt Stretch, 
1 narrow; to allow me Scope, 
To Jpeak;\ or look, or thin, my Lobe, for theb': ye: 


What Mall I ay? A thouſand tender 8 


Struggle, at once, for Vent. I cannot ſpeak —' 
Death is too haſty U have yet, wndong 0 1 
Unſpoke, unthought,-a thouſand weighty Things! 
O! Heavens) my Little ones Let me fly to eben? 


Have I ſo ſhort 2 Time, to gaze upon them? 2 : 


Yet ne er mſec em more If cannot leave thee, 
What ſhall T 40 f — O bring my Children hither; 
Fly with em to my Arms! — Dear, dying! Inndeents! . 
Oh! Bellmour ! Bellinour? Why has this been done? 
Bell. That we might baffle Woe, and die rogerher— 


And 


84 The Fatal Extravagante : 
And leave no Beggars of our Race behind us. 
dee! my Loniſa! I have » ahfnt Guide. 41. 1% 
Ionawing n Dagger. 
That will not let ine los 5— 1 . iel. 
Lon. Oh l cruel Bellmonr! + | 
What haſt thou done? „ am brd indbed? 
Help, help, — Oh — - een 
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Bellmour, Courtney, Louis 


2 3 8 8 
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Court. * heard it 1 1 
And had not this conceal'd, en, 6 Dane, 
Prevented my near 2 e A 
Unhappy Bellmouy. oom——— SIS SR nen“ 

Bell. Not unhappy, . 158918 f 
We flide, united, from the Woes of Life, ö 

And Want's too Bow to reach us. — 
Court. Miſtaken Man! 15 
The Hand, of Heaven, abe nd pen 

Obſcur'd in Clouds, ſtill points dire at Jultice ! | 

Not thy three Children, northy.guileleſs Wife, 

But Thou, alone, art fallen! whoſe dag, Cu. - 

Drew down a ſingle Vengeance 1a. 176 | 

Lou. Alas! what meen you? —— ⁊ĩ 
Bell. Thou little know'ſt the deadly.Means 1 ard, 
If thou conceiv'ſt-me fruſt rated 
Court. Hear, then, with Wonder n 10 9 35 
And, trembling, mark the mazy Paths of Providence. 
Seeking vou on the Gallery's Garden dice, 1 
N I. in your Cloſet, ſpy'd 2 late filld Cup, 0 

With el Vial near it. — To the Neck a 

ere 


. N 
* 


* 1 
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There hung a Label. — By the Name, inſcrib'd, 


I ſaw, with ſad Surprize, it had held Poiſon. 

Concluding, you had newly mingled it, 
With that rich Draught it ſtood by — From a Win- 
I threw it on the Garden — refill d the Cup, (dow, 
Without its deadly Mixture — and ſtood, conceal'd, 
To watch what happen'd —— when Louiſa came, 
And fnatch'd it thence, I follow'd her, unmark d, 
Pleas'd to have been a Means, to intercept - 


| 188 8, and her by wn Death. * he reſt you _ 


(too well. 


Bell. Angels forioind hop; with unceaſing Vigi- 
And; for this Friendſhip, ward off every Evil. Canes 
Oh! I have err d! 

Lou. Oh! too, too, del Bleſſing! 


Faint Sweet, with more than poiſonous Bitter, mix d. 


Now, Bellnour, tell me, was it not a Crime, 


To diſtruſt Heav'n | ? elſe thou had'ſt liv'd — and then 


We had All, perhaps, been bleſt —— 
* Bell. My Guilt is dreadful! 


Wr its Burden, let me crawl from Life. 


EIT gently down, 
Where are yy ebildren: * 


"SCENE XI 


Bellmour, courtney, Louiſa, 3 re, 


Come, my Boys —— come near me 


And take your Father's laſt, and ſad, Farewell. 


Oh! I have wrong'd you! left you Heirs of Miſery ! 


Tue liv'd too long O ſtubborn Heart-ſtrings, break. 


I am to blame alone! O flow-pac'd Juſtice. 


* 5 SCENE | 
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8 C E N E XII. 
nenmour, Woodly, Courrney, Louiſe, 15 Childven. 


Wood. An ſtrike me what do I behold? > 
My Friend! my Bellmour ! in the Pangs of Death — 
O cruel SpeCtacle ! amazing Sight! 

Bell. O naler. great, rod, Mund let me 5 


(thee, 


Neb. in 3 Arms, 1 out "this blacken'd Soul. 
mood. I came, tranſported with. ſurprizing News; 
But, ah! how fleeting are the Joys of Life ? —. 
+ By a young Kinſman, landed from a Ship, 
That left her Conſort ſcarce a Day behind,” 
But now, I learnt, that, your long abſent Brother, 
Whom all his Friends thought many Years was dead, 
Returning rich, from the remoteſt Eaſt, 
Dy'd but in Sight of Land —— and has e 
His whole heap'd. Wealth to Bell mour 
Bell. Eternal Pleaſures flow from facred-Friendſhip. 
| Heav'n'! I adore thee — thou art too indulgent ! 
Wou'd I had truſted thy unbounded Goodneſ as 
Thou beſt can't clear thy myſtick n 
And make Confuſion end, in beauteous Order! 
Puniſh'd with this Severity of Juſtice, 
I feel, .and own, thy Mercy.—— Now, live,. Louiſa ! 
Live, and be happy —— beſt of Friends, farewell 
See to my Boys — and oh — forget your Bel mour. 


[ Dies. 

5 Los, Oh! 1 
Hod. Alas ! ſhe biene — this . 1 of 
(Terror, 


Ruſhes too ſtrong to be withſtzod by Nature. 


Let's 


2 


5 e222 
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Let's call 188 Women to her Aid, and watch her, 
Till ee and , by fon Degrees, bring 
Comfort. 


car. From this fad Story, let EIS 8 8 
That early Riot ends, in laſting Wo. 
Mean, and ignoble, Pleaſures, break the Mind, 
Unnerve the Judgment, and the Reaſon blind, 

Till Heav'n o'ertakes us, with ſome dreadful Pate, 
And the eng Soul Ar ſenſible, too late. 
| oY curtain drops 


* 

: wh 
C3 
$71 


F _ 
F 


# 
H 
n 
bt 
1 


45. for the ſmall Pager,” bound in Calf, 


| Sir Spencer Compton. By James Thimſon, A.M. Price 16. 


The Alternative, for the Power and Glory of a Royal 


Egword Simmonds, late of Chriſt's College, Oxford. Fo; 


Fo oK wail fo and ful brug 
41 = s: Head in Shug-Lane.: 2 


I. Ele& Tranſlations from the Works of hi 
Karius, H. Grottus, Bapt. Amaltheus, D. Heinſins 1 
G. Ken and A Hięr. 45555 55 which 1 4s - I 


ſome Acconnt of the Authors. By Mf. Rite * 
17. 3-4 


II. Winter : A 8 1 to * Rt Has 


III. two: poetical petitions to the Rt Hon, Jir 
Roberg po, vis. The Promotion for the Offic nd 
Importance of Secretargipt State for Scotland; and 


Commiſſion to ſuperintend the next publick Lottery, 
or the next general Aſſembly of theKirk. Price 6 4, 


IV. ; he Second Edition of, The genuine Letters | 7 


Mary Nen of Scots, to James Earl of Bothwell: © Dif- 
covering the greateſt'and moſt ſecret Tranſactions ot 


er Time. Tranſlated from the French Originals by 


ich are adged. Emarks. « An „„ with an 


Abit of her Li e. E 


. .£ 51 


Sins neceſſiry Obſery f 0. on an 5 AG ober, 
_—_— in 1725. for the Relief of Infolvenr Debtors; 


ſhewing the ſaid Ad to be. calculated and enatted 
with as much Regard to the Intereſt of Creditors, af 
to the Relief of hose Priſoners for Debt, who are 
deem'd real Objekts of Compaſſion. Price d. 


VI. The Preſent Crate of. Poetry: A Satire. Adareſyd! 
to a Friend, and.dedicated ro "Mr 12 by Bazaleel 


Morrice. Price 6 d. 


VII An n to Prep e and 
| Chronology. By George Gordon. Price 45: 


* VIII. The Prince of Re ; chte ini a Variet ry 


of eftefraining Novels, the 2d Edit. TIP 125 
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